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SAILOR GIRL 

CHAPTER I 

THIRTEEN TACKS IN A MAP 

HARRIETT WADE discovered that it 
was a love story when it was all over, and 
also, that there were thirteen persons 
concerned in the plot which led to the amazing 
climax aboard the steamer Coral Queen in the China 
Sea. Mrs. Wade made these discoveries when she 
traced the story of the Coral Queen back to its be- 
ginnings. Her method was to take a map of the 
world and stick it full of thumb-tacks with different- 
colored heads. Each tack represented a person and 
showed where that person wias in the world at that 
particular instant. 

The instant which Mrs. Wade selected was eight 
oVlock in the morning when she sat down for break-. 
fast with Eleanor Glendon in San Francisco — or, 
perhaps, more accurately, the instant when Mr. 
Tweedles called Eleanor on the telephone. 

In explanation of the map with the tacks, Mrs. 
Wade prepared these notes: 
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SAILOR GIRL 

like a green garden that had broken adrift from 
the land, and a filmy yashmak of morning mists 
looped down from the heights of Tamalpais and 
drew a veil over the Berkeley foothills in the dis- 
tance. 

Eleanor looked younger than her twenty-four 
years. The simple blue house dress she wore made 
her look taller than she was, revealing as it did the 
slenderness of her figure. Yet in spite of her slen- 
derness, there was a sturdiness about her, more in 
her carriage than in her physical outlines — she had 
her father's sure and decisive way of walking and 
the quickness in gestures which had been charac- 
teristic of him. 

Her hair was brown with a suggestion of gold in 
its sheen under the sunlight, her eyes were gray and 
set wide apart, with black lashes — "a quick eye," 
her father had said waggishly. Her nose was 
straight, with just a suggestion of lifting in the 
bridge, and molded in delicate lines — it hinted 
gently of her Celtic blood. 

The low, white, turnover collar brought out in 
contrast the pink of her healthy cheeks. A dimple 
close to her mouth on the left side added to the 
charm of her expression — she seemed to be per- 
petually promising to smile, a promise well worth 
waiting for. 

Eleanor moved to the other end of the porch and 
drew aside sliding glass panels. In the distance, and 
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THIRTEEN TACKS IN A MAP 

far below, lay the Golden Gate, a smother of 

breakers about the rocks of the headlands, and the 

blue Pacific dancing under the sun. She felt the 

sea breeze, gentle as a caress, and charged with a 

salty tang. It blew straight from tropic isles, 

coasts haunted by gliding junks with outlandish sails, 

from palm-fringed atolls, and beaches of coral and 

shores of bleached shingle, searing to the eyes under 

the sun of equatorial latitudes, and from damp green 

jungles with dark and mysterious glades. 

All these lands Eleanor had known in her child- 
hood. She had sailed with her father. Captain 
Daniel Glendon, in barks and square-riggers. Her 
mother had been buried in those blue waters which 
pounded at the headlands of the shining Gate. 

Those were the days before her father built up 
the fleet of steamers which now flew the house-flag 
of the Glendon " Crown Line " — Eleanor's own 
Far East Navigation Company's ships. But old 
Captain Dan Glendon had been dead two years, and 
Eleanor was mistress of the fleet, of the great house, 
Crosstrees, atop the hill in San Francisco, and of 
the Glendon fortune. 

When Eleanor's mother had died at sea, Captain 
Dan came ashore for good " to educate my girl and 
build a fleet." Having done both to his fancy, he 
died, and was buried in the Pacific from one of his 
own ships at the same position on the chart where 
his wife had been surrendered to the blue water. 
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So Eleanor loved the great ocean. The gusty 
trade winds crooned to her with her dead mother's 
voice, and strummed through the halyards of the 
flagpole of the porch messages which at times 
seemed to her to have a trace of her father's ac- 
cents. " Sailor girl " she had been to her father, 
from the day when he had held her chubby hands 
on the thumping helm of the bark Eleanor Glendon 
while rounding Diamond Head, and when he was in 
playful mood and the Irish idioms hidden under his 
New England twang broke through his Yankee way 
of speaking, he always said: "It's salt water ye 
have in yere veins — there never was a Glendon 
without it." 

And he brought home to her in his ships the 
wealth of the teeming Orient — and odd things from 
temples, gorgeous things from reeking bazaars which 
smelled of Asia, toys of sandalwood fashioned by 
yellow monks, sharkskin drums from Malay pirate 
praos, silks and skins, jewels and glittering gew- 
gaws. 

The porch on which she stood had been built by 
Captain Dan in the style of a ship's bridge. Be- 
ginning as a bare kind of deck, on which her father 
had tramped nights as he planned trade conquests, 
the place had gradually become a luxurious sun- 
porch. The rail was of ancient teak from an old 
sailing ship, with an apron of canvas outside. A 
gigantic double steering-wheel was the central decor- 
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adon, flanked on one side by a brass-hooded com- 
pass and on the other by a salvaged engine-room 
telegraph with a bell that clanged dully; a teakwood 
table held under its glass top a track-chart of the 
Padfic — a table now utilized on pleasant days for 
breakfasts. A top-mast, stepped into the end of 
the porch, carried from a standing yard the halyards 
for signal flags which could be seen and read from 
far out at sea in the days when the Crown Line boats 
came home or twisted themselves horizon-ward 
seeking landfalls ahead of the sun. There were 
swinging couches, carved ebony chairs with fat 
cushions, electric lights glowing by night witMn 
exotic flowers shaped from tinted crystal, and slid- 
ing glass panels which kept out the rain and fogs. 
Here Eleanor, last of the Glendons, was left alone, 
like the lone delicate blossom blooming on an old 
vine — Eleanor, the flower of her father's and 
mother's lives of struggle and planning against odds, 
with the ultimate victory for her in unworried 
wealth. 

Yumada, the Japanese boy, came out on the porch 
with a tray, just as a ship's clock in the corner struck 
eight with four double strokes of the bell. Yumada 
began to set the table, to the gurgling accompani- 
ment of a coffee percolator on the tray. 

" Ship ahoy 1 " came a woman's cheery call from 
an inner room of the house. *' You know, my dear, 
that dock almost destroys my appetite here — it 
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sounds as shippy as a whale fleet of naval vessels 1 
And Fm a poor sailor I " 

Harriett Wade, Eleanor's cousin, a widow just 
in the comfortable forties and already successful as 
a novelist, came out on the porch, clad in a gayly 
flowered kimono which she had borrowed from 
Eleanor for the morning. 

Mrs. Wade had her own bungalow in Sausalito, 
across the bay. She had run over to Crosstrees the 
night before for a little visit. 

** Shippy 1 " laughed Eleanor. " That's just how 
I feel this morning! " She turned from the porch 
rail. '' I've been standing here thinking that I want 
a sight of open water. What do you say to our 
taking a coast steamer and running down to Santa 
Barbara and San Diego and Coronado — an out- 
ing for a couple of weeks? We both need a change.. 
Yumada, give Mrs. Wade her coffee at once." 

" Oh Jinks I " said Mrs. Wade as she settled into 
a chair, " my publishers expect me to turn out an- 
other thriller within the coming six months. I've 
got to get back to my bungalow — and go to work.** 

" Thrillers I " said Eleanor. " Please, Harriett, 
don't call them that. Remember you represent Art 
in the Glendon family." 

" Art, my dear, is largely laboring and waiting, 
as the poet warned." She stabbed a wheatcake 
viciously. They had been made especially for her, 
and she felt she had to do the cook's efforts justice. 
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"You're working too hard and getting little 
wrinkles around your eyes. Now will you come 
along with me for a rest? " 

" Thank heaven," said Mrs. Wade, " Tm past 
the age to worry about a wrinkle more or less. In 
my profession I can get as old as I like, and the 
general public won't know the difference as long as 
the literary magazines continue to publish that pic- 
ture I had taken fifteen years ago. Of course, the 
hat's out of style, but ' Harriett Wade, the famous 
novelist, feeding the pigeons in St. Mark's Square, 
Venice,' appears in the advertisements of my books 
every year. Why should I trouble myself? " 

" I don't care. You've got to come and have a 
change of scene. You can't bury yourself in that 
bungalow all your life. What's the good of being 
famous if I can't drag you around? Just two 
weeks — please 1 " 

" Can't go, sailor girl. I've bought four more^ 

lots to have a bigger garden. The real estate agent 

won't wait but a year for his money. He doesn't 

give a whoop how long art is, but time's fleeting — 

he knows that! '' 

^^ How much? " asked Eleanor in a casual tone. 
** Four thousand, with — " Harriett paused and 
pursed her lips as she made a mental calculation. 

** There I" cried Eleanor, "you've been father 
and mother to me since father died, and you'd never 
let me do anything for you. I'm going to pay for 
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self ill. And he^s like you. I can't get him to take 
a rest." 

" Your father always said the headquarters of 
the company should be in China. Of course it's 
hard to run a business on the other side of the 
world from here." 

" Harriett, I know the headquarters were estab- 
lished here because I had to have a home in the 
United States, or father thought so — live in this 
big house, and go to the university, and be a grand 
lady, as he called it. If I'd been a boy I'd be romp- 
ing around the Orient in my ships, bossing the fleet. 
The happiest days of my life were when I was sail- 
ing around with father and mother. And here I 
am, bored to death with a house full of servants, 
writing checks for grocers and florists, charities and 
hats — " 

" Oh, you'll marry one of these days and take 
society seriously." 

" Harriett Wade I Is that why you won't come 
and live at Crosstrees? If that's the reason, you 
are absurd! So that's why you buy garden lots 
and stick to the bungalow instead of writing your 
novels here ! " 

" Partly," said Mrs. Wade. " Then I have the 
Glendon love of independence." 

** You're as bad as Tweedles ! Yes, Parks, the 
blue street dress. The car? Have Morton bring 
it round in half an hour. Tell Yumada we may 
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lunch at the Palace. . I'll phone if Mr. Tweedles is 
to come up, but he can't be separated from his 
books and adding machines. Harriett, dear I We 
can get an early start with our shopping, and I want 
to go to the bank before we reach the office." 

It was just after ten when the Glendon limousine 
stopped before the Nevada Bank in upper Market 
Street. 

**I won't be a minute," said Eleanor as she got 

out. "Just a small check." She smiled over the 

shoulder of her seal motor coat, but Mrs. Wade 

missed the glint of mischief in her eyes, half-hidden 

under the wide drooping brim of the blue velvet hat. 

She took a counter check from the rack. 

" Four thousand for Harriett's lots," she mused. 

"And we'll need another thousand for the Santa 

Barbara trip." 

So she wrote a check for five thousand and took 
her place in the gathering line before the paying 
teller's window. There was some delay after she 
pushed it under the bars. She saw the teller go to 
a desk and speak to a man. Then he came back. 
** We thought you were closing your account with 
us. Miss Glendon," he said, reaching for a packet 
of notes. " How would you like this? " 

^' One thousand in twenties, please, and the other 
in big bills. Closing my account? I don't under- 
stand" 
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The teller smiled and seemed a bit embarrassed. 

^' It doesn't matter in the least," he said, and 
went on counting. 

" Is there any mistake? " 

He shook his head. 

" We can let you have the money," he said after 
a pause. 

" But my balance — I looked in my checkbook 
before leaving home. It was about fifteen hundred 
six months ago, and I haven't drawn since. You 
know Mr. Tweedles deposits a thousand a month to 
my credit for personal account." 

" It's quite all right." 

" But what is my balance, please ?" 

" Mr. Goss, the cashier, said an overdraft would 
be all — " 

" Overdraft 1 Surely there must be some mis- 
take I " 

She lifted her veil to see the teller better, con- 
scious that the men in line behind her were im- 
patient and listening. She felt her face grow warm 
with rising color. 

He passed a pile of notes toward her, but she did 
not reach for them. 

" I'd like to know my balance, please." 

" Well, it's about what you said. Mr. Tweedles 
hasn't made any deposits since, so we thought — " 

" No deposits ! Then I don't care to overdraw, 
thank you. Mr. Tweedles forgot, or a clerk 
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neglected it. I'm on my way down to the office 
now. ril get the cash there, and FU take the 
check, please.'* 

The teller was apologetic, but she smiled on him 
and left the bank hurriedly, slipping the check into 
her muff. 

** My dear, you're perfectly scarlet I " exclaimed 
Mrs. Wade. " What has happened ? " 

** Straight to the office, Morton. Harriett, don't 
look so frightened. I was embarrassed, that's all." 

" What was it? " asked Mrs. Wade as the door 
closed and the car started so abruptly that water 
in the vase holding the roses was spilled over the 
flowered lining. 

** Don't say a word to Mr. Tweedles. He'd 
feel terrible about it. He's forgotten to attend to 
my balance at the bank, because I haven't drawn on 
my personal account for a long time, and when I 
talked to the teller all the men behind stared so, and 
listened." 

** You mustn't let such things annoy you," said 
Mrs. Wade. " It's absurd I " 



CHAPTER II 

ELEANOR SIGNS A CABLE 

MR. TWEEDLES was worried. Despite 
the promises of Satterlee, the agent at 
Manila, the report sheets for months had 
been falling off rapidly, and the one he had received 
the night before showed the Coral Queen to be 
barely paying her coal and crew bills. 

Tweedles spent a sleepless night, and telephoned 
Miss Glendon early in the morning. He was wait- 
ing for her, dreading the necessity for telling her 
something was wrong with the Manila office. He 
had never known things to be in such bad shape 
during the quarter of a century he had been with 
the Crotvn Line, from the time he had become book- 
keeper and entire office force in a dusty loft over a 
ship-chandler's shop at the foot of Clay Street, when 
die " Line " was merely Captain Daniel Glendon 
and a crazy old bark. 

In those days Tweedles was a brisk youngster. 
Now he was a wrenny little man with has relief mut- 
ton-chop whiskers, sparse hair, an office stoop, glasses 
which pinched the top of his nose and a seersucker 
jacket of white and brown stripes. On special oc- 
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casions he wore celluloid cuffs, with big cameo but- 
tons that rattled. 

** IVe got to tell Miss Nellie the whole business," 
lie whispered to himself for die thousandth time, 
going over the figures again, and glancing at the 
clock. He had always called Eleanor '' Miss 
Nellie." 

If that catastrophe mentioned with sacred awe 
in San Francisco as " the fire " only had left the old 
rookery in which the business had been born and 
brought up, Tweedles wouldn't have minded much. 

But before Captain Glendon died he had planned 
a new building of granite, full of rooms with frosted- 
glass doors, yellow oak desks that were bound to 
show scratches, floors that didn't creak, windows 
with pongee curtains instead of cobwebs, the panes 
painted with red, white and blue replicas of the 
Crown Line " house flag " — a red crown on a white 
diamond on a blue square. 

The pigments in the glass colored the sunlight, 
reminding Tweedles of being in church at a funeral, 
preventing him from swearing in comfort when 
things went wrong. 

The pictures on his walls gave the new private 
office some flavor of the old nest. Captain Glendon, 
in oil, hung over his desk. The likeness told of a 
stem spirit and the serenity of the New England 
hills, from which he had come, and was rich in the 
explanation of why one man made one ship into a 

17 



SAILOR GIRL 

fleet and piled up the Glendon fortune — gray, 
straight-gazing eyes that had scanned far horizons; 
white locks, lilce tumbled sea-foam whipped from 
surf; an uncompromising tuft of whisker on an ag- 
gressive chin, a low collar of the Daniel Webster 
period, and an ample '* made tie " below a wrinkled 
neck. A Sea Lord of the days when the American 
flag compassed the oceans, he was known the world 
over as " Fifty Fathom Dan," a ** deep " man, on 
account of his natural faculty for keeping his own 
counsel. 

The four framed lithographs on the wall, each 
with a picture of a Crown Line steamer, represented 
an illustrated book of genesis of the captain's crea- 
tions. They had been saved from the fire by 
Tweedles, along with his celluloid cuffs, on the mad 
April morning of the " fire " — and not much else. 

The Coral Queen, named for the original bark, 
was steaming out of a red sunset into Manila Bay 
amid a covey of small boats filled with natives wav- 
ing bamboo hats in welcome. 

The Coral Empress was depicted coaling at Na- 
gasaki, covered with Japanese, like a floating ant- 
hill, anchored in the bluest water ever seen. 

The Coral Sultana was arriving at Colombo so 
majestically that all other shipping resembled row- 
boats. 

The Coral Princess was lying in the roadstead of 
Singapore, green smoke from her funnel forming the 
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words " Crown Line " against a white sky and all 
the laws of chemistry and meteorology. And from 
each main-truck and on each funnel, the red crown, 
white diamond and blue square, badge of the Crown 
Line of the Far East Navigation Company. 
A clerk looked in at Mr. Tweedles. 
"What is it? "he asked. 

" Miss Glendon and another lady — just got out 
of her auto." 

" Jericho I " cried Tweedles. He jumped up and 
shed the jacket, threaded the cuffs over his hands as 
If they were bracelets, squirmed into a coat and ar- 
ranged chairs at the office table. 
" Good morning again, Mr. Tweedles I " 
Miss Glendon came through the door like an 
avalanche of fur and silk and velvet, Mrs. Wade 
with her, in gray and brown. 

"Well, well. Miss Nellie! And how's Mis' 
Wade ? My, that's a pritty hat I " 

" You always say the same thing, Tweedie." She 
had called him that when she was a child, and a 
visit to the office meant sitting on his knee and ex- 
ploring his waistcoat pocket for peppermints and 
cloves. 

" Writin' another book. Mis' Wade? " 
He always asked that, too, regarding the novelist 
with awe, and feeling constrained to make some re- 
mark of a literary quality. 

" Have another one going before long, thank 
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you," said Mrs. Wade, sitting down in the chair he 
pulled out for her. 

" Tweedie ! You look utterly worn out I What 
is the matter?" 

Eleanor stared at him with wide-open eyes. 

" Oh, I'm pritty good for an old codger. Ain't 
so young as I was once, that's all." 

" You're going to take a month off right away — 
my first order of the day." 

She sat down and let her coat drop over the back 
of the chair. 

" Can't spare the time," he said, smiling wanly. 
"How's the new car? I never heard the ingine 
down below, like I could the old one." 

" Splendid 1 " 

He went to his desk, the celluloid cuffs rattling 
nervously. She looked up at her father's picture 
with a trace of sadness in her eyes. Her memory 
went back to a morning in the Pacific in the old bark, 
her father on deck reading out of a Bible, the sailors 
with their caps off, waiting to drop into the sea a 
bundle of new canvas, and she clinging to her daddy's 
hand, wondering what it all was about. Her mother 
had been a sweet-faced woman, wearing jet-ear- 
rings. 

" We'll always miss daddy, no matter how many 
new offices we have," she said. 

" You don't miss him more'n I do," said 
Tweedles. 
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"If you don't stop worrying I'll close that big 
house, sell the car and go live with Mrs. Wade in 
her Sausalito bungalow. Father wanted me to live 
in style, as he called it, but I won't have you looking 
so white and nervous just to keep up the old Glen- 
don ideas of advertising prosperity. Oh, you may 
look as scandalized as you like I I mean it I Now 
will you take a vacation? " 

" She's been scolding me, too," said Mrs. Wade, 
laughing. 

Tweedles pottered at the desk. His determina- 
tion to take her fully into his confidence about busi- 
ness affairs was beginning to waver. 

Eleanor was watching him, and she saw that he 
was reluctant to meet her eye. She had never seen 
him so agitated. 

" Is there anything serious? " she asked gently. 
" Yes — and no." The question seemed to re- 
lieve him, and he turned and came to the table, with 
the Manila reports in his hands. 

** More yes than no, but I'm afraid you take 
things too seriously. You're nervous from work- 
ing too hard. Now tell me all your troubles, and 
ril rub them out, like the princess in the fairy 
stories." 

"Ye see. Miss Nellie," he began,^ adjusting his 
glasses, " I ain't as good a driver as Cap'n Glen- 
don was, and we've run into a streak of slow business 
lately. Things had to be overhauled, and this new 
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building et up a lot of money. Then I had new 
ingines for the Princess, and the Sultana climbed a 
reef and had a big salvage bill. Then two boats 
was laid up quite a while, and on top of it all, the 
Manila earnings — well, the Japs are after our busi- 
ness with faster boats, and the Coral Queen ain't 
been payin' her bills for months. Looks like Sat- 
terlee's kind o' let go of things — • he's the Manila 
agent." 

He glanced at the sheets, feeling he had handled 
the matter well, without frightening hen 

" Then the — company isn't making as much 
money as it did? " 

" Well, that don't matter so much — it can be 
fixed. We are a little tight on ready money in big 
lumps. We've sort of reinvested, and we'll have 
to do more — new ingines all around. ^ Now don't 
you go and be worried. A business always has to 
shake itself down when the head is gone, special that 
our business Is out on t'other side o' the world. 
Your father knew that country first hand. I can't 
seem to keep 'em on the jump out there like they did 
when they knew Cap'n Glendon might take a trip 
out and take things apart to see what ailed 'em." 

" Then this Satterlee seems to be your chief 
trouble?" 

" That's it. All the others are doin' their share, 
but he can't seem to make the Queen earn like she 
did, and we're so close-hauled, as youjr father'd say, 
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we feel it. Satterlee's a good man, I guess, but 
there's a leak somewhere — ^money or business." 

"Stealing?" 

** Maybe not right out, like that. But I hear 
from the China boats that Cap'n Nickelsen and Sat- 
terlee are pritty thick together. Nickelsen's mas- 
ter o' the Queen — they may be in to pick up a little 
kum-shaw/' 

" Kuffi-shawf'^ She had heard her father use 
the word, and groped in her memory for its mean- 
ing. 

"What the Chinese call it — graft — under- 
handed money. Sometimes a master of a ship gits 
to ninnin* things on his own hook — takin' freights 
at low rates for a private commission. They can, 
if the agent stands in. I'm s'prised if it's so about 
Nickelsen. He's been with us fourteen years, mate 
and master now. I guess maybe you've heard speak 
of him." 

"Nickelsen? I remember the name. I came 
down to the office with father one day. I had a 
new dress — and I didn't like the buttons. You and 
father were hiring a mate, a tall man with black 
hair. He smiled at me." 

" The same man ! " exclaimed Tweedles. 
" Funny you remember. Yes, he went to Nagasaki 
and joined the Queen there, and been with her sense 
— made master of her six or seven years back. 
But they say men change out there — git shiftless 
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and begin to think they own things, and drink and 



so on." 



*' I suppose something has to be done. How 
would father go about it? You know his methods-. 
Tell me what he'd do — and we'll do it." 

She went to the window to look down into the? 
street. For an instant the fag end of such imagina* 
tion as had been left to Tweedles after years of 
scanning columns, flashed up in him like a dormant 
fever. He made a mental image of her father, in 
black broadcloth and white " bosom " shirt that 
crackled when he moved, clearing his throat harshly 
and snapping his fingers as he made decisions, in 
the same tones his daughter used now — that 
peculiar Glendon inflection of finality. He sighed 
reminiscently. 

"How would father go about it?" she asked,, 
turning. 

He had a crinkly feeling in his scalp as he caught 
her profile against the window — the thrust of the 
chin, wide brow, delicately-chiselled nose, with all 
the assertive lines of her father's in spite of its 
feminine refinement. He couldn't have analyzed his 
emotions if he'd tried, but he felt that somehow 
the spirit of Daniel Glendon was still with the 
Crown Line. 

Her manner was exactly what he had missed m 
the office since the death of the captain — now in 
fur and silk and velvet, to be sure, but the poise of 
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her slender figure, the angle of her toes, the set of 
her head I He had seen Captain Glendon on the 
quarter-deck twenty-five years before, looking like 
that! The same forceful personality — and Mr. 
Tweedles felt helpless without a Glendon to direct 
him. 

**He'd haul Satterlee and Nickelsen over the 
coals. But a cable signed * Tweedles ' ain't got the 
kid to it that a good scarin' up signed ' Glendon ' 
would have. They don't mind — " 

"Very well," said Miss Glendon, reaching for 
a sheet of paper and a pencil. " Just how would 
father scare them up ? Dictate a cable ? " 

"Well," said Tweedles, smiling and tugging at 
his whiskers, *' it'dbe somethin' like this: 

"* Satterlee, Manila. No excuse poor reports 
last few months. Cut expenses. You and Nickel^ 
sen get sixty days to show increased earnings or get 
out. Glendon.' 

" Of course, with this new-fangled way of sendin' 
cables in code, it don't look so bad at first sight. 
The cap'n didn't believe in code for such messages 
^said he liked to hand a man a jolt. But maybe 
we better code it." 

"No, we won't code it," said Eleanor, as she 
finished writing. " Send it exactly as written. 
We'll give them one of father's jolts." 

"Jericho, ye're right 1 " cried Tweedles. " It'll 
make Satterlee climb a tree 1 " He rang for a 
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stenographer. "Copy this and send it right away- 
Now, Miss Glendon, I've been thinkin* we'd better 
send a man out there to look things over. Kind o' 
comb around on the quiet in Manila. And I'm 
thinkin' of openin' a branch in Singapore again. 
Then the hemp business looks good in the Gulf of 
Davao — that's Mindanao. A good man to pole 
around and see — " 

** When does the next steamer sail? " 

" This is Wednesday. Let's see — the Mow- 
ffolia sails for Manila to-morrow by way of Hono- 
lulu and Hong Kong. Now next week — " 

** Ordjer a suite in the Mongolia." 

"What's that?" asked Tweedles, startled. 

" I'm going to Manila — with Mrs. Wade — and 
look things over." 

" My dear! You speak of going to Maniki as 1 
would suggest catching the Berkeley ferry I " 

" Harriett, I grew up on ten-thousand-mile jump? 
of track charts. I'm going to close the house, g^ve 
the servants a holiday — cut expenses here, and you 
need a rest and a change. Don't let the Manila 
office know, Tweedie. We'll drop in on Satterlee 
and Nickelsen. I'm hungry for a sight of blue 
water." 

" Jericho 1" said Tweedles. "You talk like 
Cap'n Dan himself, Miss Nellie I By Jericho ! But 
you do, now I " 



CHAPTER III 

"A BUCKET OF PEARLS" 

SATTERLEE wasn't in the office of the Crown 
Line when Captain Nickelsen arrived, so the 
captain decided to wait. The Filipino clerk 
went back to an inner room to click out letters slowly 
in English on a typewriter. 

The shell-paned shutters were drawn in against 
the white light of midday in Manila, and Nickelsen 
pushed them out to get the breeze off the river — 
a breeze laden with withering heat. 

A pile of ancient newspapers fluttered temptingly, 
and he took one, careless of its date, for he had 
brought the Coral Queen in from Cheefoo that 
morning and hungered for happenings of which he 
had not heard. The steamer lay at the Pasig em- 
bankment, unloading. 

The office was on the top floor of a two-storied 
building on the Binondo side of the city. Below 
was a tiny plaza formed by a shelf of the embank- 
ment where the Binondo Canal emptied into the 
river. The ground floor had an American restau- 
rant and bar which catered to clerks, customs 
brokers, masters and mates of steamers, the elite of 
the waterfront. 
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The stranger studied the captain a minute. The 
he grinned. 

" Well, you old walrus ! " he exclaimed. *' Don 
you know me? If it ain't Dandy Nick! S'prise < 
my life I Shake, ye old oakum-face I Don't kno 
me, do ye ? " 

He advanced and thrust his hand forwar< 
The captain took it, but did not rise, allowing h 
hand to be shaken with great fervor. 

** Yes," said Nickelsen easily. " You're Galen 

**'S right! Cap'n Galen! Got the Cristoh 
now — goin' down t' Thursday Island 'morre 
Thought I'd drop in an' see m'old friend Ben Sa 
terlee — he's yere agent now. Ben's keen, 
know him of old. Don't nobody fool Ben Satte 
lee, no sir." 

" No," said Nickelsen. " You'll find Satterh 
below." 

" Ain't there. Just come up myself. So ye'i 
stickin' round yet with the old Crown Line. Yc 
fellers who hang on to a ship like a Sunda barnacl 
git me. Now I like a little change — owner an 
ship." 

*' You were always on the move," said Nickelsei 

** Yes, owners git so they think they own yc 
after a while. I own myself, an' they got moi 
respec' for an independent man — an' it's the onl 
way t' bump into somethin' good once awhile, 
look out for Number One once awhile." 
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"It's a good policy," said Nickelsen. 

" Ye don't believe it," said Galen, very seriously. 
"Ye know ye don't. 'F ye did ye'd skipt ships 
ye'rsclf. Well, every man to his own style o' fig- 
gerin', / say. Now look 't me! I've got some- 
thin' under my bows that looks good." 

"You always have," said Nickelsen, smiling. 

"Ye don't believe it, do ye? Well, I'm goin' to 
hit for Frisco in a few months — with a stake — 
big stake. That's what I come up to see Ben 'bout." 

" Found gold somewhere — or pearls ? " said 
Nick-elsen. 

"Who told you that?" Galen looked alarmed. 

" I guessed it." 

" You guessed! " exploded Galen. " YouVc 
heard things ! " 

**Notaword." 

"That's funny. It's a segrit." 

He leaned against the edge of the desk and 
Prospected his pockets for a match to relight his 
cigar, staring at Nickelsen suspiciously. The collar 
of his black cotton shirt was unbuttoned, his face 
was streaked with perspiration, he was blowzy and 
unkempt. 

" I bumped on somethin' in Singapore a while 
tack," he resumed, as he had the cigar going, ** that's 
worth a good deal to the right man — an' I'm him, 
only I need some help. Wanted to talk it over 
with Ben. Y' know, Ben put through some neat 
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deals in his day — oh, I know a lot o' things 'b 
Ben Satterlee 'fore he got to be an agent an' so 
an' pompous. I knew him when the pickin' 
good out here, an' down South." 

He stopped to wink at Nickelsen with impres; 
gravity. 

" He's mighty busy these days," said Nickelsei 

** Hold on ! " cried Galen, thrusting out his s 
and shoving the captain back with his elbow, 
do' know but what you'd come in on somethin' g 
with me." He looked round the office and lowe 
his voice. *' I know where we can pick up a bu< 
of pearls just like findin' 'em in the road." 

" You'd better go somewhere and have a sleep 
and keep your mouth shut. You ought to ki 
better than come around here talking like that." 

"What's fouled now?" demanded Ga 
" Don't I know Ben like my own brother, an' wa 
you'n me shipmates years ago from Frisco to 
Cape?" 

" All the more reason you ought to have a cl 
lip here with that sort of talk and — " 

" Oh, that's it I " sneered Galen. " You tl 
ye're better'n me now ! You think ye're smart's ! 
with yere gold lace. Well, I take my gold in 
pockets. Stick with yere old Crown Line, an' 3 
see the day ye're junked like an old winch I I'll 
neighbor to old Dan Glendon on the hill, an' yc 
be commodore of a coal barge in Frisco bay with 
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*' Run along I " said Nickelsen angrily, with an 
impatient gesture to get him out ^^ I don't want to 
hear that kind of talk!" 

" Now look — listen to me I " pleaded Galen, 
friendly again, and dodging him. " I know some- 
thin' worth a power of money. Know who's my 
owner ? Well, it's Fat Yuen, that's who ! He sails 
with me in the Cristobal, an' he's down on the 
pearlin' grounds now buy in' up pearls ! " 

"What's that got to do with me? " 

" Nick, I could sell what I've told ye for a bunch 
of money. Nobody knows how Fat Yuen pts back 
to Singapore with his pearls, and — I ain't supposed 
to know. If you wa'n't half-hitched to yere old tub 
of a Coral Queen we might — " 

" Galen, you'll end up in Bilibid Prison at the end 
of a hemp necktie. Are you crazy, to run around 
full of gin talking piracy? Man, you're standing 
into danger. You keep away from here and me ! 
Get out!" 

** Ye're a friend o' mine, ain't ye, Nick? " pleaded 
Galen. " An' Ben's all right. I know things 'bout 
Ben he wouldn't want everybody t'know — how he 
nm guns to the Filipinos and then tipped oif the 
Government Secret Service for the reward. An' 
you was in with — " 

" Oh, dry up 1 " fumed Nickelsen. " Stop shoot- 
ing off your face and get out before I lose my 
temper! " 
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Satterlee stood in the door blowing. He was 
ponderous man, in a loose Shantung suit of tan an^ 
a tentlike straw hat. His fat, bulbous face was ex 
tremely red or extremely pale, according to the stati 
of his humor — a livid, unhealthy pallor wher 
there was nothing to disturb his equanimity. 

** Well, you old sea-cook I " cried Galen joyously, 
turning to Satterlee. " Nick an' me's been havin' 
a gam 'bout old times. You old porpoise I Bet yc 
don't know me! " 

Satterlee scowled and took oif his hat, revealing 
a stubble of closely clipped straw-colored hair whicli 
showed the pink scalp beneath when he stepped intc 
the light of the window. 

"You're Galen 1" said Satterlee gruffly. Galen 
shambled toward him with searching hand. " Can't 
see ye, Galen. I'm busy." 

He pushed through the gate, leaving Galen cling- 
ing to the rail and sat down at his desk with a nod 
to Nickelsen and a grimace of disgust. 

" Oh, busy countin' up profits," scoffed Galen. 
*' Ye're one of them penny pickers, too. No time 
for friends who come in to put a fortune in yere 
pockets. All right 1 Ye'U want to see me right 
enough Ben — none of yere penny business. It's 
a segrit an' I'm off to Thursday Island to take the 
Cristobal 'morrer — " 

" Go ahead, go ahead I " shouted Satterlee, wav- 
ing his hand toward the door, but without looking 
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up. His face was growing red with unconcealed 
anger at Captain Galen. 

Galen turned to Nickelsen with excessive gravity 
of manner and held out an uncertain hand. 

** Nick's old shipmate o' mine. Pm goin' below 
to the bar an' eat. Ain't had no supper sense las' 
night. Don't want to bother anybody now. I'm 
up to my scuppers — ye know it an' Ben knows it. 
ril make fast below — an' wait — wait for you an' 
Ben." 

He turned sadly and laid a course for the door^ 
and having made certain of the angle which would 
make it, floundered across the room, hunting his 
pockets for a match. 

He made the door, and with the knob securely 
in his hand turned and looked back over his 
shoulder. 

"I don't draw so much water's ye think," he said 
in argumentative strain. " Bit down by the head — 
cause I wear my gold in my pockets an' owners be 
damned! That ain't pussonal, Ben. Say, now — " 
He balanced himself in preparation for a return 
voyage. 
" Vamose f '^ yelled Satterlee furiously. 
" Oh, all right. But I'll — wait. An' Nick — 
you think over what I said. Gold in my pockets, 
ye old oakum-face I " 

He went out, pulling the door after him with 
uiiinite care, and they heard him talking to himself 
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about the desirability for caution in navigating tb< 
stone stairs. 

" He's been chasin' me all day 1 " snorted SatteJr 
lee. '' Sure as he gits pickled he's got some schema 
to make a million over night. Wait till I looJ 
this mail over and we'll check that manifest." 

'' Ought to keep him out of here," said Nickelsen 
" He's talking wild about you." 

"What's he sayin'?" asked the agent in alarm. 

" Never mind, but keep him out. Up to some- 
thing about pearls with that rich Singapore Chink. 
Says he owns the Cristobal — Fat Yuen. He's got 
a line on how he gets home from the pearling 
grounds, near as I can make out. Galen's likely 
to get shot or poisoned at that game." 

" How can I keep him away from here when he's 
ginned up ? Now what the devil's this ? A cable I 
Signed Glendon/" 

" You're crazy with the heat," said Nickelsen, 
looking up from his paper. " How can we get a 
cable signed Glendon ? " 

The agent held the cable before his startled eyes, 
his breath coming in gasps and the veins of his 
neck standing out. His face flushed swiftly. 

"What's the matter with you?" demanded 
Nickelsen. 

Satterlee clapped a fat hand over his head and 
swayed in his chair. He rose and staggered to the 
water-cooler, drank a glass of water in convulsive 

36 



" A BUCKET OF PEARLS " 

gasps, and throwing a towel into the pail below be- 
gan bathing his face and neck. 

"One of my attacks," he wheezed thickly. 
"Read that cable — signed Glendon, I tell ye! 
Read it 1" 

Nickelsen reached for the sheet which the agent 
had dropped. It was lifting in the breeze, threaten- 
ing to blow across the room. He scanned the lines 
quickly. 

" Glendon ? Who the devil can that be ? Why, 
it must be the Glendon girll " 

"Read it!" fumed Satterlee, slapping himself 
with a wet towel. 

"*. . . sixty days to show ii :*reased earnings 
or get out. Glendon.' " 

Nickelsen went to the window and stared out 
on the burning river, shutting his teeth together so 
hard that little lumps of musde stood up under the 
brown skin of his jaws. 

"YeVe like a fish!" yeUed Satterlee. "Ain't 
ye got no nerves? " 

" IVe used up my nerves," said Nickelsen. 

"Are you plumb hugs — or am I?" demanded 
the agent. 

"I've used up my nerves — in typhoons, and 
keeping off reefs, and working rotten-bottomed ships 
for a fool woman who's at home and sleeps in bed 
every night, and — " 

" Be you locof Don't ye see we're kicked out 
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unless we git more business? That's what worric 
me! What are ye talkin' about?*' 

" After thirty-four years at sea I've learned 1 
obey orders if it breaks owners. I've seen mig^l 
few owners broken, but I've seen a mighty lot c 
masters broken by owners. Some for drink, lik 
Galen ; some for losing their ships — but I thougl 
/ was different." 

"What the hell's got into you? How're we 1 
git more business with the old Queen slow as 
hearse, and these fast Jap boats and these blaste 
floatin' warehouses of the London Packet Compar 
carryin' five times what the Queen can? Freight 
cut to the bone 1 And we askin' Tweedles for ne 
engines and beggin' for better coal I Nick, I can 
go out and begin all over again, not with the bui 
heart I've got I What does the owner expect? " 

" Owner I " said Nidcelsen bitterly. " The owi 
er's a young woman by this time — I forgot tha 
little tot. Or Tweedles is playing smart with us 
But what does the owner care if we're headed fo 
the beach?" 

" Oh, you can go out and git a ship! But me I 
raved Satterlee. 

" Steady I This is a time to be calm and peaa 
ful," 

"I am calm, ain't I? How can we do bette 
without clippin' a day off your runnin' time to Hon 
Kong? And it can't be done with old sewin' m? 
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chines of engines in the Queen! Cut expense! 
And we down to three white men in her — ^you and 
McFarlanc and Rattray, Ching's a Chink, if he is 
half white I I tell you, Nick, it's a rotten mean 
shame to git a cable like that, after what I've done I " 

Nickelsen turned to the agent. 

"Oh, shut up I You've been getting yours, 
haven't you? " 

"What ye mean?" 

" You know what I mean. I knew you'd go too 
far with it. You've been splitting kumshaw with 
me. We were in on that together, but — you^ve 
heen holding out on the owners, too! *' 

Satterlee raised his head, wet and dripping, horror 
in his porcine eyes. 

" How'd ye — know? " he whispered. 

" I knew you'd run a good thing into the ground 
-*all you chaps do. Now you've got me in the 
dish. Oh, don't look so scared. I'll stand by — 
and you'll stand by me. We've got to make a 
clean-up and pull out of this country and stick to- 
gether. We've got sixty days, and it isn't my style 
to be junked like an old winch! '' 

" What ye goin' t' do ? " demanded Satterlee. 

" Send down below for Galen — we're going in 
with him for those pearls, that's what." 

" Galen 1 Now what the devil — " 

"Don't talk I" 

Nickelsen ripped open his jacket and threw it off. 
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Satteflee grasped a vague significance in the ac 
He saw a new Nickelsen standing before him, mt 
arms and shoulders bare, his face set grimly. 

" Nick, you're loco/ What can the drunkei 
fool — " 

" Don't stand there like a fat figurehead 1 After 
thirty-four years in ships I'm getting good sense — 
and m wear gold in my pockets I Send down to 
the bar for Galen 1 " 



CHAPTER IV 

CASH AND LIGHT FINGERS 

CAPTAIN NICKELSEN counted three 
hundred and forty dollars in American 
banknotes in his cabin aboard the Coral 
Queen. Putting the yellow twenty on the outside^ 
he made a roll and snapped on a rubber band. It 
was a generous handful, and was a splendid bait for 
the trap Nickelsen planned to set. 

He laid it on the little bulkhead desk, turned up 
the lamp and went out on deck, hooking his cabin 
door back. The Coral Queen lay moored to the 
bank of the Pasig on the Binondo side, opposite the 
sheer brown cliffs of the Walled City. 

Evening shadows were invading the streets be- 
tween the godowns of the Mole, the roofs still il- 
luminated by the sunset's mellow afterglow. Up 
river, on both banks, were the round brown bam- 
hoo roofs of cascoes, like hives or huts, tied three 
or four abreast, with smoke plumes rising from their 
decks, fragrant with the odors of cooking as the 
riverine families prepared their evening meal. 

Laughter, gossip in strange tongues, the crowing 
of cocks and the prattle of naked brown children 
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rose above the murmurs of the river and the chaf- 
ing of craft against the stone embankment and the 
rattle of traffic across the Bridge of Spain, which 
spanned the river with an arch of yellow lights. 

Nickelsen looked down his fore-deck, where some 
of the Chinese crew were at their gambling with dice 
in cups. Then his eyes strayed farther up river 
to a schooner, nested inside a tier of lorchas. He 
saw her name on the stem — Tropic Bird, Manila 
— and scanned her bare masts with critical mien. 
She seemed lonely and deserted, a long wind-vane 
fluttering lazily at her mizzen truck. 

" Send Mr. Rattray," he said to the Chinese on 
watch at the gangway. The sailor touched his fore- 
head and went round to the other side of the saloon- 
deck in search of Mr. Rattray, mate of the Coral 
Queen. 

The captain stepped into his cabin^ saw that the 
lamp was burning, glanced at the roll of bills on his 
desk, and, leaving the door open, went out again and 
disappeared in the social hall, going down to the 
saloon. 

Mr. Rattray came out of his cabin in response to 
the scratching of the Chinese on his lattice door. 
He looked more like a stylish head-barber than the 
mate of a freight-steamer, in his pink and white 
shirt, Bangkok straw hat gayly red-banded over its 
limp brim and a cane of the girth of a pencil. His 
Shanghai-tailored coat had the looseness so much af- 
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fected by the bunders, and his duck trousers were 
creased and cuffed. 

He was a small man, mostly shoulders. His face 
had a soft rotundity and more good nature than 
could reasonably be expected in a mate. His brown 
mustache showed much care, and his eyes were al- 
ways moist and half-closed, giving him crows-feet 
and a falsely quizzical smile that had nothing to do 
with geniality. 

Going round to the captain^s cabin, he looked in. 

" Want to see me, sir? Hello I He's gone I " 

He turned to look for the Chinese who had sum- 
nfioned him, but the gangway was deserted. He 
again put his head in at the door, saw the open desk, 
the litter of papers, the chair swung half round, the 
lamp burning — all indicating a temporary ab- 
sence. 

The captain' had two cabins in the forward end 
of the superstructure, with ports opening forward 
Dverlooking the foredeck, and t^o ports on each 
side of the saloon deck. Between the cabins was 
a pilot-house, auxiliary to the bridge-wheel, for use 
in extremely rough weather. A narrow passage con- 
nected the two rooms, running abaft of the wheel- 
tiouse, and closed at each end by doors in each of the 
Kibins. 

Nickelsen might be in the other room, so Rat- 
tray decided to wait. He sat down on the door- 
roaming and hummed a tune popular in Manila at 
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that time — music of Senorita Juliana, the dancei 
the Zorilla — he stopped it abruptly, realizing it '^ 
no melody for him to trifle with in the capta' 
cabin. What if Nickelsen heard him ! 

He looked in at the desk. Nickelsen is tak 
chances, he thought, to leave his things lying ab 
that way — a roll of bills on the desk — they lool 
like bills, but might be colorful freight labels, 
got up and looked, then went inside. The capt 
had sent for him, so it was quite proper for him 
be in the cabin. 

The roll was money. A fat roll of yellow g 
notes. Surely, the captain couldn't have meant 
stay away long ! What if some of the Chinese st 
it? 

He turned back to go out, feeling nervous, 
might have been taken before he came in, and tl 
the captain would arrive, and finding him there, 
gard him with suspicion on finding the roll gone. 

Or if he went away now, and it was stolen wl 
he was searching for the captain, it would put f 
tray in a tight fix. Perhaps it would be just as y 
if he remained and kept watch on the money. 

He sat down on the cushioned seat along 
bulkhead. Nickelsen might be back any minute. 
I were so careless, thought the mate, I'd hear w 
for and never the last of it. There must be a 
of money in that roll — a yellow twenty on the c 
side — Jfive or six hundred dollars or more. 
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j It would be a good joke to take it and let the 
[ captain worry some before giving it back — or hide 
V It under the bunk. Teach him a lesson about leav- 
ing cash lying about loose. 

He reached over and picked up the roll, slipped 
it into the side pocket of his coat, and went on deck. 

" Hey you, Sing 1 No got captain. Where him 
go?" 

Sing looked surprised, but tracked away in search 
of Nickelsen. Rattray went to the rail, wondering 
why he trembled so. It had struck him that he 
could play havoc with the monte game at Spanish 
Louis's place if he had the use of that roll for a 
few hours. 

He quivered with a queer exaltation, a premoni- 
tion of an extremely lucky night. 

He spent most of his time when ashore lately at 
the gambling resort, and was bound there now, with 
seven pesos. He had borrowed two months ahead 
on his wages from Nickelsen, and the seven pesos 
were all he had left. If he had good luck that 
evening, he might win enough to square things with 
the captain, but the seven pesos meant making small 
bets, and it took a long run of fortune to win much 
with small bets. Now with the roll — 

It was beginning to get dark. There was no one 
on deck. He shifted the roll to his shirt pocket, 
where it was not so obtrusive, being under the lapel 
of his coat. The evening bell at Bilibid Prison be- 

45 



SAILOR GIRL 

gan to ring — or it might be the bell of the churd 
over in Tondo, or at Constabulary headquarters. 

Sing came out from the social hall. He had bee 
to the saloon. 

'* Cap'n below," he said, with a motion like 
salute, and went aft. 

Rattray went down. Nickelsen was seated at 
table, going over the books of the steward, and fig 
uring provisioning bills. A gimbal lamp that hai 
been lifted from the socket was burning poorly fron 
being partly on its side. The old cook was ratdinj 
pans in the galley. 

" You sent for me, sir? " asked Rattray; as h 
reached the foot of the stairs. 

Nickelsen looked up and observed the flappin 
hat, the nilghiri cane, the white shoes and shoi 
clothes. 

" Oh, you're away," he said. ** Well, go ahead 
He turned a page and went on with his figures. 

Rattray wasn't sure the captain was pleased, t 
ventured to explain. 

" I went straight to your cabin, sir. Someboc 
was there, cleaning up. I didn't go in, but sent Sii 
to look for you." 

" Somebody in my room 1 " exclaimed Nidcelse 
looking up. 

'' Yes, sir." Somehow the falsehood came easi 
to his lips. 

"Who is it?" 

46 



CASH AND LIGHT FINGERS 

"I didn^t notice, sir. I thought it was your 
China boy. I didn't look in. Rapped and a 
Chinkie sung out you were gone. Didn't see the 
beggar — thought there were two — looked to be 
dcaning bright work — was down on his knees, I 
thought, one of 'em. So I came below." 

"There's nobody cleaning in my room," said 
Nidcclsen. " Didn't I shut the door? " 

" It was open, sir. That is, it was partly open — 
on the hook, I thought. I'll go up and have a look, 
see." 

He was rather glad to learn the captain wasn't 
sure how the door had been left. 

" rU go up myself in a minute. The boy might 
have been in there. -You run along ashore — by 
the rig you're under, the governor-general's waiting 
dinner for you." 

"Anything I can attend to, sir?" 

" No. I forgot what it was I wanted to speak 
to you about. Be abroad early, and don't juice up." 

"Very good, sir," and Rattray went up the 
stairs, to leave the steamer by the foredeck gangway. 

His eyes were more moist than usual, and his 
hands shook so he was afraid the Chinese on the 
forecastle head would wonder what the trouble was. 

Once out of sight of the steamer he hailed a vic- 
toria in Calle San Fernando and rolled away to Span- 
ish Louis's in the style befitting his raiment and 
wholly unaware that he had walked into a trap. 
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^od the crazy figures cut out in the moonlight by the 
spaces between bales, chased with a fretwork 
^sde by the rigging of the ships alongside. 

The drowsing Chinese at the gangplank of the 
(^oral Queen blinked at him and let hun pass. Rat- 
tray would have asked if the captain were aboard 
but for the fear he would wake Nickelsen. He 
H^anted to get to his room quietly. 

He trod the upper deck carefully, and was hor- 
rified at the creaking of his door. He took a drink 
of warm water from the bottle first, and pulled off 
his coat without lighting a lamp. 

One shoe was off when he heard some movement 
on deck. He waited and listened. The portholes 
were open. He saw the circle of moonlight on the 
opposite bulkhead broken by some one peering into 
his cabin. 

" You there, Mr. Rattray? " the captain asked in 
a low tone. 

** Yes, sir," said Rattray, weakly. He hoped the 
captain would believe he had been in for a long 
time. It might be that Nickelsen had just come 
aboard himself. 

"Anything wanted? What time is it, sir?" he 
asked, as the captain did not move away. 

" Hush, hush 1 " said Nickelsen, and opened the 
door and came in with great care against making a 
noise. Rattray felt a sudden pang of worry. 

**What is it?" demanded the mate. His voice 
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was pitched high as a result of his nervous dread 
of trouble. 

Nickelsen closed the door cautiously. He was i^ 
pajamas, the mate saw in the second he had been r^ 
vealed in the moonlight through the door. No^ 
Nickelsen was invisible, and did not move for 
minute, standing there in the darkness, breathir^ 
deeply, Rattray shivered. It seemed quite mad V 
have the captain sneaking about like that! 

"What's up? " asked Rattray, his throat feelin| 
thick, and his voice betraying his alarm. 

" Shut the ports ! " whispered the captain 
Rattray reached up and swung the disks of glass 
outward and drew the curtains with shaking hands, 
glad for the darkness. 

" Light the lamp now," said Nickelsen. He put 
tragedy into the simple words. The mate groped 
for the matches, and experienced a peculiar chill and 
his eyes began to fill with moisture. 

** Satterlee*s aboard," whispered Nickelsen. 
There was an ominous sharpness in the way he 
snapped out the words. He seemed kindly 
enough, but Rattray wondered why the captain 
should come whispering that the agent was in the 
ship. 

Rattray struck a match on the side of the box in 
his hand, but his fingers shook out the flame. An- 
other trial resulted the same, but the third brought 
a flash that illumined his face, and he managed to 
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light the wick and get the chimney jammed down into 
the lamp-sockets. 

Nickelsen stood just inside the door, arms akimbo, 
black hair touseled, feet in scarlet heelless chinelas, 
eyes half shut against the sudden light. There was 
disaster in his face. 

Rattray sat down on the little lounge and peered 
up at him, lips twitching, hands gripping his knees. 
The captain did not speak. 

" What's wrong? " asked Rattray chokingly, 
when he could stand the sinister silence no longer. 

** You're in a devil of a fix, old man ! " 

Rattray tried to say something, but the words 
became an incoherent gurgle. His jaw sagged and 
he slumped down in the seat. 

" I'm all right ! What's the matter with me ? " 
But the defiance he intended was not in his voice. 

** Satterlee's going to have you arrested 1 " 

"'Rested I What for?" 

" How much — of the money — have you left? " 

"What money?" The terror of the situation 
chilled him into steadiness and he suddenly felt ca- 
pable of brazening it out. 

Nickelsen sat down beside him and put his hand 
on his shoulder. 

" It was Satterlee's money, not mine — com- 
pany money. He missed it before you were gone 
ten minutes. He knows you changed big bills at the 
Flagship Bar, and played heavy at Louis's. If 
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youVe any left I may be able to fix it with Satterl 
but — " 

" It was my money ! I won it ! Honest 
God — " 

" Oh, all right," said Nickelsen wearily. " B 
I want to help you and you'd better drop that tal 
Sing saw you take it. Can't you see I'm your frien 
old man? " 

"That sneaking Chink I" said Rattray, with 
calmness that surprised him. " I lost it all, sir, eve 
dollar. I'll pay it back. I don't want to be a 
rested and jugged. I'd die, sure sir. Can't y< 
pay the; swine, and I'll sign my wages over to yo 
sir?" 

He stared at the lamp, gnawing his lower 1 
to keep it from fluttering. 

" I'll do the best I can, but I can't promise. Ss 
terlee got a warrant. If I pay it back, Satterlee 
likely to say I stole it myself, so you'll have to sign 
confession that you took it to keep me clear, 
don't trust Satterlee, and he may want to beach n 
any time, so I've got to protect myself. You s< 
that?" 

" Yes, yes, I see, sir. I can't think. I'll do whj 
you say, sir." 

Nickelsen got up and dug into the rack which he! 
books and papers from the scrap log. Producing 
fountain pen from his pajama jacket, he thrust 
with a sheet of paper into the mate's hand. 
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" Write this," he commanded, putting a code book 
On the mate's knees. " To whom it may concern. 
I» John J. Rattray, chief officer of the Coral 
^^een . . ." 

Rattray might have broken down under argument 
or accusation, but his nerve was sustained by carry- 
^rxg out an order. He twisted himself to get the 
Light and began to scrawl words across the paper. 
trie paused as he finished, and brushed the tears out 
o£ his eyes. 

"... took from the desk of W. Nickelsen, mas- 
ter , . ." prompted the captain, looking down over 
his shoulder. ' 

Rattray wrote it. 

"... three hundred and forty dollars, gold, in 
bias . . ." 

A " Yes, sir," said Rattray, as the captain hesitated, 
:A evidently trying to frame the next phrase. 
1 1 "... said money being the property of the Far 
1 1 East Navigation ..." 

Nickelsen crossed the cabin and turned down the 
lamp a trifle. 

"... company, said money being lost by me gam- 
Wing, and which I promise to repay to said W. Nick- 
elsen, within sixty days from date ..." 

" I can't do that," broke in Rattray. " I can't. 
You know — my wages — " 

"That's all right," said Nickelsen soothingly. 
He kept his eyes on Rattray. *' I'll lend it to 
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you, you see. Go ahead. Date it and sign 



it." 



The captain had to repeat some of it/ When 
Rattray's signature was on it, the captain took it 
from his hand and held it over the lamp to dry. 

" I'm a rotter, sir," said Rattray. " A nasty rot- 
ter, and you're a brick, sir, if you don't mind my say- 
ing it — to stand by me like this — never dreamed 
you'd do it. I'll stick by you, sir, no matter what- 
ever comes across your bows — and pay you back 
double. .You wait and see ! " 

** You'd better pack your dunnage," said Nickel- 
sen. 

" What? '' 

'* I said you've got to get out of the ship. Sat- 
terlee won't stand for your being in the employ of the 
company." 

** Can't stay with the line ? But — that paper — 
would fix it!" 

** My dear sir, I agreed to try to keep you from be- 
ing arrested as a thief. Satterlee got the warrant. 
If I can't stop him you'll most likely have breakfast 
in prison — and stay there ten or twenty years. I'll 
give him the money to let it drop, but the best you 
can expect is to go on the beach." 

Nickelsen stood facing the lamp, his back to the 
mate. Rattray leaped up and sprang toward him, 
reaching for the paper. 

^'Steady!" said Nickelsen, turning and shoving 
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him back gently until he sat down again. '^ Don't 
be a fool, man ! I'm your best friend." 

"But how can I pay?" whined Rattray, putting 
his face down in his hands. " You got that paper 
f for Satterlee, that's what ! I see the game I " 

" Satterlee doesn't need this paper to put you in 
jag, remember that. And I'm to fix it so you can 
pay." 

Rattray looked up in startled amazement. '' So 
I can pay ! " he gasped. *' So I can stay on with the 
line?" 

"No, not with the Far East; but I can put you 
in a master's berth. Before sixty days you can pay 
me back and clear five thousand in gold. Buck up, 
man! I'll pull you out of the mess 1 " 

"I'm sick," said Rattray. "I'm going to turn 
in." He began to believe it was all a crazy dream 
— there was no sense at all in what Nickelsen seemed 
to be saying. 

But Nickelsen did not move. 

The mate began to take off his other shoe, dazed 
from the shocks he had undergone since he got back 
to the steamer. 

" How would you like to be master of the Tropic 
Bird?'' , 

Nickelsen's voice seemed far away and Rattray 
felt inexpressibly stupid. His eyes closed in spite of 
his efforts to keep them open. He lay over on the 
lounge with his face to the bulkhead and murmured : 
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" Master of the Tropic Bird/ I'll play — te 
— the — Jack." 

Nickelsen went out to his own cabin and ( 
back with a " stone ginger " and a bottle of bra 
He mixed a drink and made Rattray sit up 
take it. 

*' Thanks 1 I needed a bracer. I'm flat 
myself in a jolly good hole, seems like. Re 
luck. Meant to put it all back, sir — if I'd had 
of luck. I say, skipper, can't we patch things 
that swine of a Satterlee? What? " 

"We don't need bother about Satterlee," 
Nickelsen, sitting down beside him. *' We cai 
on our own." 

"What about the Tropic Bird? She's lyin 
ahead, isn't she? Did you speak of her just no^ 
He turned toward the door as if to look out ai 
schooner. 

" I said I could make you skipper of her • 
you'd take my sailing directions." 

" Me — skipper I " 

" Yes. A friend of mine owns her. If y 
come in on a little game to make some money, 
can clean up a neat pile and get out. I was just 
ting it fixed for you when you lifted this mc 
That's why I want to square the yards with Sa 
lee. Will you stand with me ? " 

Rattray studied a second. 

" Will I ? And me clawing off a lee shore ? 
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tain, I'd walk into hell in my bare feet for you, that^s - 
what! Hand me the lay! " 

" Ever hear of Galen ? He used to be with the* 
Blue Funnel line out of Sydney. Went bad on the- 
drink. He's got the schooner Cristobal now." 
" Aye, I mind — out of Singapore." 
'* Right. Know where the Cristobal is? " 
'* In trade in the southern islands, last I heard. '^ 
" What most people think. You've heard of Fat 
Yuen, the Singapore pearl buyer." 
'' Yes, sir." 

**I know men in these islands who'd give their 
right arms to know the name of the schooner Fat 
Yuen goes home in — with a basket of pearls. And 
if I knew a man who could keep his mouth shut — a 
young mate, say — " 
Nickelsen winked solemnly. 
" I'm not sure I get the drift, sir." 
" Captain Galen of the Cristobal is an old ship- 
mate of mine." 
"So?" 

" And he knows when Fat Yuen leaves for Sihga-- 
pore — and the name of his boat." Nickelsen. was 
whispering now. 

" Ah 1 " said Rattray, crafty at once. " Suppose 
he'd give you a look in ? " 

" Would we dare tackle it? " asked Nickelsen; 
" We? You and I, captain? Piracy? It pves 
me the creeps, but — " 
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" Exactly — but. Now IVe done a good turn for" 
you, and you*re the right sort, and Fm going to let 
you in on something good. Galen has given me the 
tip. What's more, Galen's in on it himself. He 
commands the Cristobal, and she's Fat Yuen's 
boat!" 

Rattray wiped his eyes in excitement, and his 
face brightened. 

*' Do I take it Galen's to give us a plain sailing 
with the job, sir? " 

*' You do, if you have the brain c(f a Malacca mon- 
key. He's to get his share — meet up with us in 
the night off a southern island and we board him 
with a crew of Cantonese who know their business." 

"With the Qtt^^w.^" 

" Oh, no. The schooner Tropic Bird, you in 
command. He'll sail right into your hands. I pay 
you in gold your share when you deliver. You 
couldn't sell a bunch of pearls, but I can, a few at a 
time, now and then — Colombo and Hong Kong 
and Singapore." 

"And what's my bit?" 

" Ten thousand gold — a third, anyway." 

"And Galen a third?" 

" We can't take chances with Galen. He drinks 
and talks. Your crew is to wipe out his crew, and 
when it's done you're to finish Galen. You'll dear 
from here for Zamboanga in ballast for a cargo of 
copra, but don't put in at Zamboanga until after the 
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job^s done. Get a mate there, load, and sail for 

Manila. Who's to know you waited for Galen, or 

anything about the Cristobal if you sink her? The 

Bird is ready to sail this morning — crew and all. 

Everything's ready — and you can see Galen before 

you go. It's your chance, Rattray." 

" Suppose my crew wants the pearls after I've got 
'em? Don't I take chances with that jolly lot? " 

" Not unless you try to get away with the pearls 

yourself. And it's all done business-like — schooner, 

crew, Galen — and who's to suspect we have the 

^ I pearls when the Cristobal is listed as missing? If 

you play fair you won't have a single pearl on you. 

Your share'U be good, clean money. I'll take them 

oflF your hands for cash." 

" Well — " said Rattray. 

** Take it or leave it. I know a man who'll take 
it. Lot better than the beach — or Bilibid." 

" I'll take it, sir,— I'll take it 1 " 

He reached for the bottle. 

** You get a wink. I'll call you when Galen comes 
aboard. And keep clear of Ben Satterlee. I'll fix 
him/' 

Nickelsen took the bottle and went out, putting 
out Rattray's lamp before he left. The mate tum- 
bled into his bunk. 

Nickelsen went to the port side of the steamer, 
opened a door cautiously, looked into a dark room, 
and whispered: " Hello, there 1 " 
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"How is it?" asked Satterlee's voice fron 
darkness.^ 

" Easy as shooting fish. The warrant stor^ 
him. Don't show yourself until I've got him ab 
the Bird. Thinks you've got the police after 
And I've got the key of Galen's door below, 
don't go to worrying. It's all right." 

" Good for you, Nick ! It'll be a big stake, 
goin' to get Galen and Rattray together to worl 
their plans? " 

" When Rattray has a nap, yes. Galen is 
ing below. Leave it to me. Good night, Ber 

Nickelsen moved away noiselessly in the dark 



CHAPTER VI 

UNDER A TROPIC MOON 

THE Tropic Bird lay at anchor in the lee of a 
small island, close in, her hull in the shadow^ 
of a low moon, her topmasts in light, the 
trucks scratching the sky like inverted pendulums as 
she rolled gently. 

Almost landlocked by small islands, her head was 
to the north, facing the current that drifts down 
between Borneo and Mindanao. From her stern a 
wide expanse of the Celebes Sea was lifting to the 
star-pricked horizon. 

She showed no lights. The water rippled along^ 
her forefoot and she rose and fell to the sleepy 
swells. The sea-laved shore sang in a minor key 
with shouldering waves that did not break, but spent 
their force on the shingle in an endless attempt ta 
wash it clean by thrusting up ruffles of foam which 
fell back with phosphorescent flashes. This lumi* 
nous line formed an irregular stratum between the 
black bulk of the island and its own fainter shadow. 

There was a slight breeze from the southwest 
quadrant, catching the tops of the trees and making 
them rustle. It blew with the steadiness of the moa- 
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soon, but when the island crests caught it, down it: 
curved, making evanescent flurries across the moon- 
track, like nets cast and hauled in again. The sea 
smoothed itself out quickly after these gusty streak- 
ings. 

Captain Rattray sat in the cabin, reading a stained 
copy of the Straits Times by the shaded glow of a 
binnacle light. Through the open door there was 
the murmur of voices, the creak of sheets, the gentle 
thumping of blocks. 

He sniffed the odor of burning opium, and raised 
his head to look out into the gloom. Except for the 
disk of light on the table, the cabin was black as a 
pit — and hot. He had been waiting a week now, 
and his nerve was beginning to ooze away in the 
deadly monotony, scanning the sea by night and 
sleeping by day. 

There was a sharp ejaculation outside. Bare feet 
began to scamper over the deck, and the rigging 
creaked suddenly. Rattray ran out as the Chinese 
boatswain growled a warning to the others to be 
still. A man in the fore crosstrees could be seen 
waving his arms. Outlined against the brilliance 
of the sky, he looked like a jumping-jack on a pole. 

The rigging began to fill with figures. Rattray 
went up the main shrouds, and, emerging into the 
white moonlight, was blinded for an instant by the 
glare after coming from the lower blackness. 

A schooner! She was driving along before the 
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Vind, out of the southwest on a course that would 
put his sheltering island on her beam within an hour, 
^nd so close that he would be able to toss a biscuit to 
herl 

Rattray grinned into the pale face of the moon. 
She must be the Cristobal, with Galen sailing Fat 
^uen and his pearls into the trap I 

** Have got I " he exclaimed, and was startled by 
"^e sound of his voice. 

The schooner rustled with excited whispers. The 
Scuttle of the forecastle rattled, feet kissed the planks 
in a rush of invisible beings below. 

There was a splutter of Chinese words from the 
boatswain, who was really Rattray's mate, and with 
the muffled crank of the windlass there was a sudden 
merry tune of dripping water from the anchor chain 
coming home. 

The ruffled crest of the island seemed to move 
northward, and spun away crazily as the schooner 
gained sternway. She swung broadside to the cur- 
rent and reeled into the moonlight. 

Before she had cleared the heel of the island she 
was alive aloft with busy figures. Her stays snapped 
in response to growling orders, the thin wire cables 
shivering limply as they were freed of strain. 

The mizzentop sagged to port and fell forward, 
the foretopmast was let down, leaving the sorry stub 
of foremast topped by crosstrees. 

Blocks wheezed, and strips of canvas began to 
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sway upward. The foresail went overside, to twist 
itself, and belly out, flap in the water, and drag in 
the wake. 

A scrap of sail that had been a jib filled as she 
caught the breeze, and brought her to. She began 
to bow prettily. 

Rattray, at the wheel, worked her out, and well 
off the land, let her fall to again, then wore her 
round, and let her come up to the wind. 

Finally, the jury jib was cut away, and she began 
to drift, the foresail over her starboard side rippling 
in her broadside wake, the tatters of sail aloft wav- 
ing like pennants on a ship dressed out in bunting. 

She heeled deeply to port by reason of her rock 
!ballast being purposely shifted, her scuppers awash. 
'Thus she floated like a dismal derelict, sails blown 
out of the bolt-ropes — the apparent remnants of a 
vessel left after a meal by a hungry typhoon. 

Rattray stood in the channel formed by the side 
of the cabin and the listed deck, and leaned against 
the starboard rail, watching the strange schooner 
sail out of the moon over her own dancing shadow. 

* The Chinese crew crouched against the starboard 
bulwarks in the waist, talking in a scarcely audible 
chant. The boatswain's cigarette glowed intermit- 
tently just below the break of the poop. There was 
a noise like the grinding of a coffee-mill. Rattray 
looked forward to trace the sound — and it came 
from the rubbing of blades on stones ! 
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The clock in the cabin struck tinklingly. Rattray 
tried to count, but couldn't. He was calm enough, 
yet his head felt strangely light. He groped for 
the thousandth time to make sure his pistols were in 
the holsters at his sides. 

The strange schooner came on steadily, her port 
light gleaming redly over the water. Before she 
got in hail Rattray went below and lit a lantern, put« 
ting a jacket over it as he brought it on deck. Then 
he showed it three times and blew it out. 

The schooner promptly altered her helm and 
hauled in a couple of points, running dead for the 
Tropic Bird, vividly showing her red and green side- 
lights. 

" Schooner ahoy ! " Rattray bawled, as she drew 
near. 

"Ahoy yereselfl What schooner's that?" It 
was Galen's voice. 

'^Peerless, Sandakan for Zamboanga, Captain 
Jotran ! " replied Rattray. " I'm sinking. Can 
you take us off?" 

"Got any boats?'* 

"Yes, sir I Twol" 

" A'right 1 Come along and look lively." 

She sheered off and rounded to smartly, with a 
great racket of booms and shivering sails, her crew 
jabbering in Kling, Kantu and Malay. 

Rattray gave an order in a low voice. The Chi- 
nese put two boats over the port rail, easy enough 

65 



SAILOR GIRL 

considering her list. There were chucklings, ^ 
gleeful whispers. 

Rattray was in the stern sheets of the leading bo 
as they pulled away. Six men were left behind ar 
warned not to show their heads. The boats 1^ 
deep in the water, loaded with prostrate figures £ 
high that the rowers were hampered for room t 
work. 

As they clicked along through floating stars, Ra 
tray dispensed with his belt and holsters, jammift 
the pistols into the side pockets of his khaki jacket 
already bulging with cartridges. They directe 
their course to go alongside the schooner in he 
shadow. 

" This is the Cristobal, for Singapore. Galen' 
my name," came a call, as Rattray went over the side 
He held a lantern up and scanned the features of hi 
guest. 

" Mighty glad to see you. My name's Jotran,' 
said Rattray. They sh*ook hands understandingly. 

** Everything's all right now," said Galer 
" Come aft, cap'n. All your crew here now? " 

" All here, sir," replied Rattray. He looked ove 
his shoulder as the Chinese swarmed aboard th 
Cristobal, and then followed Galen into the cabi 
through the forward door, which was left open. 

A swinging lamp hung over the table, shedding 
dim light and smelling of oil. Galen was of ui 
kempt aspect, in faded dungarees. 
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** IVe heard of you, cap'n," he began, in a loud 
voice, as he sat down on a stool and waved Rattray 
to a seat. He leaned forward, and pointing to the 
door farthest aft on the port side, whispered: 
** He's in there, asleep." 
** And where are the — ? " 
Rattray checked his question as the door opened 
cautiously, and a yellow face peered out, the fore- 
head shaven to the queue-lock. 

"Wha's malla?" asked the yellow face sleepily. 
Then the eyes took in Rattray, and opened in amaze- 
rment. He came out, a soft, fat figure in white silk 
pajamas. His room exuded sweet scents. 

Galen said: **We catchum wrecked boat," and 
X>ointed over his shoulder with his thumb to the fore- 
deck. 

The Chinese, who had something of serenity and 
refinement about him in spite of his physical gross- 
ness, lifted a hand to his brow. Rattray noted the 
Wg nails, and the flash of a diamond on a fat finger. 
The Chinese frowned and listened a second to the 
chattering outside. Then he walked forward with 
a dignified waddle, shufiling his slippers. He gave 
Galen a puzzled, distrustful glance as he passed, and 
stopped in the frame of the door, one talo 
against the jamb, looking out. I ^^^ ^^^ ^ 

" That his nibs? " asked Rattray. I I'UBLIC IIBJ 

Galen nodded and put his fingers to his lipl. 
The silk pajamas disappeared into the iii[06nlig]illH^ uo^^j, ^ 
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and spoke in Chinese as he heard his own language 
in the throng. 

** He don't know what to make of it," whispered 
Galen. 

" Where are the pearls? " 

^* In a joss basket under his bunk." He leaned 
forward to look out on deck. " We'll bolt the door 
on him." 

Galen rose. 

Rattray lifted his hand from a pocket and fired 
two shots across the table. 

Through the smoke he saw Galen leap backward, 
his mouth open as if about to speak, his hands 
clasped across his stomach, his face a mask of infinite 
surprise. His heels rasped over the deck, lifting a 
loose strip of carpet, and he sat down on the deck, 
his back to the bulkhead and his legs spread out un- 
der the table. He made an effort to say something, 
and doubled forward on his face. 

Outside there were startled yells, followed by 
cries of dismay and sounds of blows and scuffling. 
The jangle of blades glancing from wood, mingled 
with high-piping tremulous shrieks. Bare feet, pur- 
sued and pursuing, clapped a lively tattoo over dedc 
and cabin roof, with now and then a splash overside 
above fluttering moans, like wind in river willows. 

Rattray paused with pistol poised, watching the 
form of Galen. Sure that the captain needed no 
more of his attention, he darted into the room the 
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Chinese had come from and reached under the bunk. 

First there came a yellow camphorwood chest with 
brass handles. He upset it and kicked the silks and 
trinkets about. Next came an oval bamboo basket, 
with round top, redolent of incense. 

He took it to the cabin table, and giving no heed 
to the sounds of conflict outside, hacked it open with 
a sheath knife. There was a joss, of horrific visage, 
smeared with gilt and red, lying in a bed of blue silk 
stuffed with cotton, along with a supply of joss sticks 
and crimson paper prayers. 

The idol was thrown out and the lining ripped up. 
The basket had a false bottom, holding a sack filled 
with some soft substance. Under the feverish fin- 
gers of Rattray it disgorged little balls of silk, white 
and blue and pyrple, making a gay show on the white 
oilcloth over the table. 

These held the pearls. 

Rattray unrolled a few and gazed upon the pink, 
shining nodules in the light of the swaying lamp. 

"The pick of the season 1 " he whispered. "A 
hundred or more of — " 

He dropped one hand on the sack and lifted his 
pistol as a rush of gasping, struggling figures swept 
through the door. He saw the powerful shoulders 
and arms of a big black squirming in the midst of a. 
tangle of yellow fiends. 

A great ebony hand seized the jamb of the door 
and tugged at it, slowly dragging into the cabin those 
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who beset him. There was a gash across his fc 
head, and the blood was running down into his e] 

With a prodigious effort and a snort like an 2 
mal, he shook himself free, and while still on 
knees, seized a stool. The Chinese had seen E 
tray with the pistol, and backed away, hiding beh 
the bulkhead outside to keep clear of a bullet. 

The black swung the stool, blindly, and got to 
feet, turning to pass Rattray. He saw the pis 
and leaped through the door. A blade swung 
him, but missed. There was a scrimmage, and 
Rattray ran out, he saw the fugitive dash for 
bulwarks and hurdle into the sea. 

Rattray fired twice at the swimming figure, 
sank. He spoke to the Chinese boatswain and ] 
back to the cabin to stuff the sack under his jacket. 

Rattray's boatswain looked in, panting, bare 
the waist. He grinned and looked at the body 
Galen. 

** Can do," he said. 

**GoodI Go quick," said Rattray, pulling i 
lamp down. He went to the galley, and finding 
and spirits, stabbed cans with his knife until tl 
gushed fluid and then he threw them into the m; 
cabin, where they gurgled their contents over i 
floor. 

He stepped outside and plucked the chimney f r< 
the lamp, held the wick down to the carpet until 
flamed, and threw it back over the mess of tins a 
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broken bottles of gin. Blue fire trickled along the 
carpet's edge, leaped to the table cover, and whipped 
up the companion under the breeze. Paint blistered 
and blackened, and burst into flame with little pufls 
of smoke. A sickly yellow glare danced on the sails 
^nd illumined human shapes going over the side. 

Rattray stumbled over a prone white figure as he 

Went forward. A diamond glowed on the finger of 

the limp outstretched hand, but he went on and 

dropped into a crowded boat, not daring to stay 

longer on the scene of his night's work. 

As they pulled away for the Tropic Bird the Crisr 
^obal became a great torch, lighting up the yellow 
faces at the oars. 

Rattray, in the leading boat, scanned the horizon, 
^.nd then turned back. The sack was inside his 
3 acket, pressed against his body by his elbow. He 
^ad carried out his orders to the letter and every- 
thing had gone well. His own schooner was mak- 
ing sail, and coming up into the wind. 

As she turned her stem to the moon, a black head 
rose out of the water and studied her name, then 
dove again and swam for the shadow of a near-by 
Island. 

The swinuner had gained the shore, and lay gasp- 
ing on the shingle as the Tropic Bird picked up her 
boats, and before long filled away under jib and 
mainsail, her rigging alive with seamen setting her 
^car to rights. 
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The Cristobal burned steadily, throwing before 
her bits of burning rope and sail as she drifted be- 
fore the wind. As the flames licked down her sides, 
she began to hiss, and was smothered in steam, her 
timbers showing in a fiery lattice. 

The moon went down, and all that remained of 
the Cristobal was a black bowl of glowing embers^ 
and little fires spreading vagrantly over the surface 
of the sea. 

The Tropic Bird, twenty-seven days from Manila, 
arrived at Zamboanga in ballast, for copra. Cap* 
tain Rattray reported a rough passage, and said he 
had lost his mate overboard. He shipped a young 
man who had just come out of the hospital after 
fever, and who was glad enough of such a chance td 
get back to Manila as the mate of the Tropic Birdm 

The name of the new mate was John Strang. 




CHAPTER VII 

MRS. WADE'S "PROFESSOR" 

FTER the Mongolia left Hong Kong for 
Manila, Mrs. Wade found a stranger sit- 
ting beside her at table when she went down 
for lunch — a pleasant, middle-aged man i^dth a 
bald spot and a gold tooth, the latter accentuating 
bis natural geniality when he smiled under a stubby 
gray mustache. He wore white, and as he betrayed 
an infinite knowledge of the Orient, Mrs. Wade 
stnidc up an informal shipboard acquaintance with 
him. 

Mrs. Wade was on deck earlier than Eleanor most 
mornings, and the stranger fell in with her on the 
promenade by what seemed merest accident. His 
name, according to the passenger list posted outside 
the purser's office, was Horatio Ogelthorpe West- 
ward, and Mrs. Wade regarded him as a possible 
character for one of her stories. He talked most 
interestingly and informingly, appeared to be a man 
of considerable '^ standing," but nevertheless Mrs. 
Wade detected about him an air of reserve — a 
mysterious reticence about himself and his business 
and where he belonged when at home. 
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She had rather expected him to take her into h 
confidence about himself, for she had put him do\^ 
in her mental notebook as the type of American wl 
hands out a business card to casual acquaintances i 
ships and trains with an account of himself som 
thing after this fashion: " I'm W. S. Smith, froi 
Keokuk, Iowa — best little city on God's gree 
earth — I'm out in this forsaken neck of the wooc 
with a line of men's fancy dressing-gowns — proc 
net of our own mills — to try out this market — eve 
teen in Keokuk? " 

But Mr. Horatio Ogelthorpe Westward sai 
nothing of the kind. In fact, he talked not at a 
about himself or where he came from or what h 
did. Instead, he had told Mrs. Wade varioi 
things, from the price of trepang in Batavia to ho' 
the coast Dyaks dress their hair. Mrs. Wade ha 
not the slightest idea what trepang was, and dislike 
to show her ignorance after he had talked so ilh 
minatingly about trepang, but she was very muc 
impressed with Mr. Westward's wide knowledge c 
odd things, especially after she had heard one of th 
ship's officers call him " Professor." 

** So you're the Mrs. Wade who writes novels, 
said Westward one morning as they walked aboi 
the deck. The Mongolia had thrust half the worl 
T)ehind her on the silver thread of her wake, and th 
Philippine coast was coming up out of the horizo 
:ahead. 
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" Yes, I am," said Mrs. Wade. 

"Well, you ought to get some corking good 
stories out here. These woods are full of 'em." 

Mrs. Wade stopped at the rail to look aft. She 
had an idea that this acquaintance might be turned 
to account for Eleanor — that Mr. Westward might 
have some gossip about business and ships which 
would be of value. 

"No doubt," said Mrs. Wade, resuming the 
walk. " Do you know many people in these ports ? " 

" Might be more accurate to say a lot of people 
know me," said Westward with a grin. " Yes, — I 
do." 

" I gather youVe been out here quite a while." 

" Nearly ten years, and I'm a good listener." 

" I've friends who knew a Captain Nickelsen — I 
think his name was Nickelsen," suggested Mrs. 
Wade. 

"Nickelsen. Oh, yes. By the way, if you're 
looking for stories, speaking of Nickelsen reminds 
me of a story — about pirates." 

**0h, lovely I A regular pirate story? " 

" Most regular, but not the sort with Jolly Rog- 
ers, big beards and rings in their ears and pistols in 
their sashes, making passengers walk the plank. 
My pirates are scientific. You'd never suspect them 
•^ until they make a slip and get caught." 

" No doubt a few years ago there were — " 

" I'm talking about a few days ago I These are 
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up-to-the-minute pirates. Not more than a r 
ago. Must have happened since you left San 



cisco." 



" Now 1 '* exclaimed Mrs. Wade, " you come 
over to a deck chair and beg^n, and don't you 
play cards in the smoking-room once more t 
we're in Manila ! You're what a novelist ne< 
her business, believe me ! " 

" I was lijterary myself years ago — wrote 
ads in New York, but the company blew up - 
better than the soap. I'd rather talk than e 
we ought to manage to be happy enough f ron 
to Manila." 

" Shoot the pirate story," said Mrs. Wade, 
ing up the brim of her white steamer hat. 

" You may think Rattray and Strang are 
league pirates," he began. " What I know ii 
sip and newspaper yams. They'd just been an 
when I was in Manila last, and Rattray's trial 
to be over by the time we get in. He was a c 
enough young chap when he first came out hen 
the Oriental Steam Packet Company a few year 
and all of a sudden he went to the bad." 

" You mean he turned pirate overnight?" 
Mrs. Wade. 

" Oh, I imagine the process had been gou 
for some time. Perhaps the opportunity for j 
didn't present itself until he had broken down 
ally. This climate burns the souls out of white 
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An army surgeon wrote a book about the influence 
of the tropics. Since I read it I wear a helmet lined 
with orange." 

" Don't spoof." 

"Oh, no I " he assured her. " It's the effect of 
actinic rays of the sun. Our skulls are not so thick 
as those of tropical races, and our white skin lacks 
the protection of pigment. We're not in our nat- 
ural zone out here, and blondes succumb quicker than 
brunettes." 

" Thank Heaven, I'm a brunette ! And I'll wear 
aheknet, too. I don't want to be arrested for steal- 
ing botel silverware or something. Now do you 
mean to sit here and blame the sun for pirates? " 

"No doubt about it," he insisted most seriously. 
"White men do lose their grip on things on the edge 
of civilization. We don't get normal men here, 
anyway, but failures from home or primitive spirits 
seeking adventure. Both types are susceptible to 
the disintegrating influences of this part of the world 
—-easy jobs, no restraints, luxurious habits, contact 
with inferior races, craftiness supplants honesty, then 
gambling, a desperate chance, and the tropics have 
won. Rattray and Strang might never have broken 
any laws at home, but this country made pirates of 
them." 

" You talk like a psychologist," said Mrs. Wade. 
" I've heard them call you * Professor.' Are you 
really a professor? " 
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" Might be called that," he said evasively, with a 
chuckle. 

Miss Glendon came from her stateroom, in white 
skirt and flimsy blue silk blazer, her canvas hat skew- 
ered through the brim and crown by a pearl-topped 
pin. 

" Come hear a pirate story, dear." 

Eleanor bowed and smiled as she joined them. 

" I know it's going to be interesting," she said, 
taking a chair beside the professor as he rose. 

** Two men turned pirates without warning," said 
Mrs. Wade. ** They've got them in Manila no^'- 
It happened since we started. Mr. Westward tells 
me the sun and climate are responsible — says pirac^^ 
is sort of a natural phenomenon out here. It ma)^ 
have the plot for my new thriller." 

" Harriett 1 Fancy you writing pirate stories 1 * 

" Now — at the beginning," suggested Mr^ -^ 
Wade to the professor. 

** Not a very long story, but there's been a lot o^ 
talk about it, and newspaper gossip. You mighc:^ 
like a Palawan ghost story better, or the tale of a- 
white tribe in Mindoro. I've a stack of stories, leg-- 
ends and plain lies. This chap Rattray was mate of 
a steamer and had a row with his employers. He 
bobbed up as captain of a schooner — the Tropic 
Bird — was owned by some new trading company 
formed by a couple of Chinese merchants in Manila. 

" He made a trip to Zamboanga, down south, for 
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a cargo of copra, and hired a new mate there, John 
Strang, and came back to Manila. The schooner 
had been tied up in the Pasig River a few hours, dis- 
charging cargo, when a gunboat came in from the 
south. 

** Strang quit the schooner the minute she was 
moored. He said afterward that he'd quarreled 
with Rattray because the Chinese bo'sun wouldn't 
take orders from Strang, and Rattray sided with the 
bo'sun when it came to who was boss. Strang said 
he didn't care to be bo'sun under a Chinese mate, 
which was what it amounted to. 

" Some police went on board the Tropic Bird look- 
ing for Rattray and Strang. Both were ashore. 
The whole Chinese crew took the hint and got away. 
Rattray was arrested over in the Walled City, gam- 
bling, and Strang was arrested at the Customs 
House. He was looking for a new ship to get away. 

" Then the story came out in the newspapers and 
there was a lot of hubbub. The Tropic Bird had 
overhauled a schooner in the Celebes Sea, bringing 
Fat Yuen, a wealthy pearl trader, home from the 
Torres Banks, with a lot of pearls. Strang and 
Rattray murdered all hands and burned the schooner 
"^ the Cristobal. They thought they murdered all 
hands, but the Malay mate got away. He identified 
Rattray as the pirate. 

" But there wasn't a pearl to be found. Rattray 
Had a few hundred dollars, which he might have won 
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gambling, and Strang had his wages for the trip up. 
Either the Chinese crew got away with the loot, most 
unlikely, or Rattray and Strang split it." 

** Then the pearls are missing — and the Chinese? 
There's a mystery plot! And what will they do 
with Rattray and Strang? " 

" Maybe hang Rattray. Strang is free, some say 
because he proved he wasn't aboard the Tropic Bird 
when the piracy was committed, others say because 
he gave secret information against Rattray, while 
the newspapers say the secret service men hope he'll 
try to get away with the pearls. 

" They're watching him, I hear. He must have 
been in with Rattray, to be waiting for him that way 
in Zamboanga; and there's some doubt that the pi- 
racy was conunitted before Strang joined the Tropic 
Bird. He swears it was before he joined the schoon- 
er. The Malay mate was in pretty bad shape when 
he was picked up and rather vague about the time, 
but he picked Rattray out of twenty other men as 
the pirate he saw aboard the Cristobal. There's a 
mystery for you to solve in your next book." 

" If I could straighten out the tangle I'd be a 
clairvoyant, not a novelist. But I'd look for the 
Chinese crew," said Mrs. Wade. 

" But there are a million or more Chinese in the 
Philippines. Strang is kicking around the docks of 
Manila, a tramp. He can't get away — nobody 
will have anything to do with him, even to taking 
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him as a * foremast ' hand. Friends of Rattray'll 
probably kill him if Rattray hangs, for he's regarded 
as an accomplice who saved his neck by giving infor- 
mation. When a white man gets down, out here, 
everybody kicks him, even the natives, for there's no 
middle course — a white man's either a lord or a 
pariah. Strang was probably a bad lot, anyway. 
With Rattray it was different. He had been mate 
with a fine skipper — Captain Nickelsen — and 
you'd think — " 

Miss Glendon stared at him. 

** Captain Nickelsen of the Coral Queen f " 

" Yes. Know the captain? " 

" Not exactly," she replied. " I've heard of him. 
What sort of a man is he? " 

" He's all right. Better type than most. You'd 
thuik he was in the navy — dresses like a commo- 
dore. I've met him once or twice at the Bay View 
Hotel. Well, what do you think of that for a pirate 
story, Mrs. Wade?" 

** It's a pippin ! " 

Miss Glendon gazed over the sea rather dreamily. 
The professor's story had evidently made a great 
impression on her, and she seemed to be turning over 
the events in her mind. 

" Then this Rattray was in the Coral Queen be- 
fore he turned pirate," she said, as if her memory 
were at fault regarding that particular point in the 
narrative. 
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** Yes," said the professor. " Not so long be 
he went to the bad. I suppose he got discour< 
over losing such a good berth as mate of a steai 
although I don't know — he may have left of 
own accord. Come to think of it, there was s 
gossip that Satterlee — he's agent for the com{ 
that owns the Coral Queen — didn't like Rattra] 
Rattray didn't like him. That's rather in Ratti 
favor — old Ben Satterlee's reputation isn't any 
good." 

"Indeed I" remarked Eleanor, with a co 
glance at Mrs. Wade. 

" Yes, he's been in trouble with the governn 
— rather a shady gentleman. They say he'i 
crooked as a camel with a fit. Used to sell arm 
the Filipinos, and then tip off the secret service wl 
they were hidden, and get a reward. Smug 
some, too." 

*' Manila seems to be a favorite spot for si 
characters," said Mrs. Wade. 

" I'm telling you about pirates. Honest busi 
isn't interesting to most folks. A business is as i 
est as the man who runs it, and the Far East Na\ 
tion Company in Manila is run by Satterlee." 

" Would . . . you say that company isn't 
garded . . . as honest?" asked Eleanor. 

" Oh, the company may be honest enough, 
they don't care much where the profits come fi 
or they wouldn't give Satterlee such a free h: 
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They wink at things, I suppose. I've heard a wo- 
man owns the line. She probably lives in New York 
or Europe. If Satterlee gets in bad with the gov- 
ernment, she'd say she didn't know anything about 
it, get a new agent, and let Satterlee go to jail. No 
risk for her — but she gets the profits." 

"I don't like the way you put that, Mr. West- 
ward. What if the woman isn't to blame ? If she's 
dependent on men to run her business, and they are 
dishonest? " 

Eleanor spoke in a casual manner. 

** I beg your pardon," said the professor. " I 
didn't mean to criticize somebody I don't know. 
Tm merely telling you what I hear in a general way. 
But I must say that people who get a profit out of 
any business should know something about how that 
profit is earned. That's a responsibility that can- 
not be evaded. I hope you won't take my remarks 
as personal." He had caught a look of annoyance 
in Eleanor's face. 

**Why should I?" demanded Eleanor, looking 
squarely at him. 

"I'm sorry if I give offense," he said. "And 
Tm afraid I've been repeating gossip without any 
other excuse than to entertain you and Mrs. Wade. 
Surely you understand that? " 

He turned to Mrs. Wade rather helplessly, in a 
torment of embarrassment. 

" I know, I know," said Mrs. Wade. " We've 
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been asking you questions. Vm sure you did 
mean offense." 

** Will you pardon me, Mr. Westward, if I \ 
you an extremely personal question?" asked El 
nor. 

" Of course. Anything you like." 

** Do you live in Manila? " 

" No. I travel a great deal." 

" Do you know who I am? " 

** No, madam, except that your name is Brend 
Miss Brendon, isn't it?" 

** Glendon. Eleanor Glendon." 

The professor sat up straight in his chair a 
turned round to look at her. 

"Glendon!" he gasped. "Not the Glend 
of—" 

" The owner of the Far East Navigation Co 
pany," she said. " Crown Line." 

" Well, rU be everlastingly keelhauled I Nov 
have made a trump fool of myself I Gosh ! Wl 
can I say? What — " 

" There is something you can do. Tell me 
actly all you can about Satterlee, and what peo] 
say about me and the company, and help me get 
the bottom of things. If possible, I'd like to ha 
you advise me when we get to Manila — about pt 
pie. I now see I must plan a reorganization of t 
Manila office. Perhaps you can help me, you km 
so much about shipping people out here." 
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'' rd like to help/' he said, still floundering in a 
maze of tentative apologies and the realization of 
his stupidity, ** but I'm not in a position to do any- 
thing after we land — to be frank about it. I'm 
afraid you ladies don't understand my situation. I 
should have known better than to talk with you as I 
have." 

"The ideal" cried Mrs. Wade. "Why 
shouldn't you talk to us ? " 

" It's — my business is unfortunate, you see." 

"You're a professor of something, aren't you? " 
asked Eleanor. 

He looked at her queerly and then laughed softly. 

" Yes," he said. " I thought you knew that joke 
all the time. I'm a professor — of draw poker. 
Tm known all over the Pacific as ' Westward Ho,' a 
professional steamship gambler, sometimes called 
*The Professor.' " 

Mrs. Wade burst into laughter. 

" A professional gambler 1 " said Eleanor, re- 
coiling from him in an involuntary start and look- 
iiig askance at Mrs. Wade, as though she had known 
all the time and kept the fact a secret. 

" My dear! " said Mrs. Wade. ** We know lots 
of men who play cards, and for money, too, and I've 
always wanted to know a professional. I never 
would have suspected it, really. Please don't look 
at me like that, Eleanor, for I didn't know. And 
what does it matter? " 
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" I think I'd better go," said the professor, rising. 
** I hope you ladies will forgive me if I've — " 

** No, don't go, please I " said Eleanor. " I owe 
you an apology, and you have done me a service by 
telling me what you have. Won't you stay? " 

" I'm mighty sorry this has happened," he said to 
Mrs. Wade. " You know, I don't meet such ladies 
often, and I've enjoyed myself. Now if there's any- 
thing I can do, under the circumstances, Miss Glen- 
don, I'll help all I can. I'm one of the failures out 
here, and I've no business to criticize anybody. And 
to come right down to cases, everything I've told 
you is gossip — that's all I know about Satterlee or 
the others." 

" It's quite worth while to know the attitude of the 
people out here toward me," replied Eleanor. " I 
don't intend to involve you in any trouble as a result 
of what you've said, if that's what you're afraid of, 
and while I'll admit I was rather startled to learn 
you are a gambler, I can't see that it makes any dif- 
ference — in our friendship." 

** I'm accustomed to social ostracism," he said, 
with a sad sort of a smile. ** For that reason I 
keep by myself a good deal. Such friends as I make 
on steamers I have to leave at the dock. So I al- 
ways put my cards on the table. It would create a 
good deal of comment if you ladies were to be seen 
in my company ashore." 

" Won't you sit down? " Eleanor asked him, smil- 
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ing. " And tell me some more about the woman 
who owns the Far East Company? " 

" All right," and he sat down. " To beg^n with, 
my impression was she's a wealthy old dowager — 
and Satterlee has said you're a wolf for money. 
That's how he excuses his business methods." 

** Then I'll show Manila how mistaken it is, and 
before I leave Manila I'll guarantee to put Satterlee 
where he belongs. That's what I'm here for — and 
I want you to help me do it." 

** I think we can show he's bluffing with a bobtail 
flush," said the professor, now thoroughly at ease, 
and his gold tooth flashed on Mrs. Wade in a broad 
smile. 

** Three of a kind is a pretty good hand, isn't it? " 
asked Mrs. Wade. 

" A hard hand to beat," said the professor. " I 
don't believe Satterlee — or Nickelsen, for that mat- 
ter, — can blufif us." 
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headline like that? The very thought made hij 
shut his eyes in a sudden vertigo of fear. 

When he looked again the Coral Queen ha 
shifted her helm and swung in toward the anchoi 
age, the yellow flag at her masthead limp and deac 
The doctor's boat, lying out beyond Satterlee, b( 
gan to kick up a white spume astern. 

There was a figure in white on the bridge unde 
the awning, resting his elbows on the bridge-rail, i 
a carefree, languid manner. It was Captain Nicl 
elsen. 

" He takes things too blasted easy I " fumed Sa 
terlee, irritated to see the captain regarding tl 
launch so nonchalantly. ** And she's as light as 
canary cage, too I " 

He noticed for the first time the red stripe on t 
hull over the waterline as she swung broadside. 

He realized that it was a silly thing for him 
say. Of course the Coral Queen was light. 1 
had cabled Nickelsen to hurry home as he saw th 
Rattray's trial was closing up rapidly, and tendii 
toward a conviction. He couldn't expect Nickels 
to hang around Swatow and wait for cargo in t 
face of that peremptory cable. 

He was mighty glad Nickelsen had made su 
good time* The overwhelming news of the moi 
ing was something to be grappled with vigorous] 
and he knew he wasn't capable of standing the stra 
alone any longer, worn out as he was with worry. 
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i' But Nickelsen was in I There was a man to take 

the bit in his teeth I He wondered what the captain 
would think, what he would say first, and what his 
opinion would be in regard to action. 

"He'll ask the doctor^ no, he's too smart for 
that. But the doctor'U tell him — maybe give him 
a paper. He'll know before I get aboard." 

He fretted at the slowness of port routine, and 
watched the doctor go up the accommodation ladder 
as the anchor grumbled in the hawse pipe. The 
boarding officer's boat was coming out jauntily. 
He'd be able to see and talk with Nickelsen in a few 
minutes. 

Even now, Nickelsen might have a plan. There 
was comfort in that idea. He hoped the captain 
would realize that the game was played out — that 
they must both get away as promptly as possible. 
Rattray couldn't be trusted another day, even though 
promised a new trial. 

The doctor and boarding officer surged away. 
Satterlee made a motion to the patron to run along- 
side, and picked up his white coat. 

He found Nickelsen in his cabin, the newspaper 
spread out on his bunk, while he bent over it, reading 
the story of the end of the trial. So Nickelsen al- 
ready knew the terrible news ! 

"Hello, Ben," he said quietly. There was no 
sign of panic in the rugged, weatherbeaten face. 
The trim white jacket, buttoned to the upstanding 
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braid collar, and the white cap, were symbolic of ^x0^ 
thority and respectability. 

No one could think of piracy in the presence of 
that immaculate figure, cool and self-possessed. 
Even his shoes were newly blancoed and little pufis 
of dust came from the soles when they moved. 

" Hello, Nick." 

Satterlee threw his coat on the berth, shut the 
cabin door, and slammed the ports shut. Then he 
reached for a bottle, poured a drink into his throat, 
and sat down on the lounge and relaxed into a limp 
calnmess. His nerve had been strengthened some- 
what by the sight of the captain so icily suave. 

" I see you're light, Nick," he remarked, as the 
captain resumed his reading. 

" Light ! Why shouldn't I be light ? You cabled 
for immediate departure. I hope I know how to 
obey orders, Ben." 

He took a native cigarette from a bulkhead cab- 
inet, hooked an elbow over the upper bunkboard, 
and surveyed the agent across the burning match. 
He was thoroughly at ease and affected an aristo- 
cratic languor. 

*' Don't mind me, Nick. What do you think of 
the news?" 

** Sudden, but I expected it. Why this talk about 
a light ship ? Is Tweedles after you again for bad 
business? " 

" It ain't Tweedles that's worryin' me. Cabled 
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^im last week our earnings had taken a big jump. 
That'll hold him, all right. But we got to get out 
and get out quick, too, because we can't make good 
on that cable to him." 

Nickelsen blew the smoke upward thoughtfully, 
watching the agent. Satterlee studied him. He 
saw the long jaw stiffen, the tiny, thready, red veins 
over the high cheek bones take on a higher color. 
The long nose acquired an aggressive quality as the 
lower edges of the nostrils dilated. He stroked his 
stubby black mustache. 

** It looks that way. How about the deal Charlie 
Li was cooking up? " 

" All ready. But I didn't think you'd want to 
bother with it now." 

" What better, as long as we have to sail and cover 
our tracks? It'll look natural enough. We can't 
go out and sink an empty ship, and we need all the 
cash we can gather." 

" Might have 'em ready to-morrow night. 
There's three hundred of 'em, and we'd have to 
clear for Hong-Kong." 

** Well, clear for Hong-Kong, but we sail to-night. 
Let McFarlane go ashore for a Filipino engineer, 
and a new mate. Ching'U do for second, and a na- 
tive crew. You know what it means." 

'* The whole way I " 

" Sure. Nickelsen and Satterlee lost with the 
Coral Queen — that's what the newspapers will say, 
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around Manila. He may be on the hunt for th 
Chink crew." 

" What can we do with him? " 

" That's what I've been thinking out." 

" You don't need to fret about Strang," assure 
Satterlee. " He's flat on the beach — down to raj 
and sleeps around godowns. That lawyer of hi 
Fenlow, gives him a couple of pesos once in a whil 
for eatin' money — thinks he's got the pearls up h 
sleeve somehow, and Fenlow wants some of tl 
pickin'." 

"There's the danger!" exclaimed Nickelse 
" Fenlow'll keep asking questions till he gets an id 
out of Strang that'll lead to us, and we'll have Fc 
low on our trail for hush money, or tipping the p 
lice. Strang's got to get out." 

" Fenlow ain't lettin' him go," said Satterh 
nervous again with fears roused by the captai 
" Sent word along the waterfront not to ship Strar 
or he'll send the police boat out to pull him ashoi 
He owes Fenlow more'n five hundred gold for la 
yer fees and he can^t git away." 

" Then we'll take him," said Nickelsen. I 
began to pace the length of the cabin. 

". Take him I " echoed Satterlee, startled. 

** Yes. Give Strang the money to pay Fenlow o 
and ship Strang as mate to-night. You pass tl 
word along the front that I need a mate. We car 
hunt him — he's got to come lookin' us up. That 
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" Charlie's got 'em cooped up somewhere in Bi- 
nondo. They think the police are after 'em hot. 
rhey're bugs to git out of Manila." 

" They are, eh ? Well, I've an idea. We're han- 
dicapped by trying to help too many people to keep 
their mouths shut, and — " 

" Them Chink sailors don't know anything on «5/' 
sa.id Satterlee confidently. 

" Don't be so sure. Rattray was too bold in 
Sneaking into the office as he did the day he got in 
"^^ith the pearls. Chinks are smooth." 

"What say to have 'em shanghaied right after 
^esail?" 

" I'll shanghai 'em myself," said Nickelsen. 
'* What? '' 

" You heard me. We'll take 'em along below 
decks, to-night, with all the other Chinks." 
"You're crazy I" 

" Perhaps. Not crazy enough to leave Rattray's 
crew lying around to fall into the hands of the police 
after we're gone — maybe before we're clear of Cor- 
regidor Light. What's become of Strang? " 

** Safe as an oyster. If he's got any pearls, he's 
jolly slick about it, and he ain't got anything on us, 
Nick." 

" He may know more than we think. He knows 
Rattray was my mate, and how do we know he didn't 
see Rattray come to the office after they had a row? 
Strang's no fool. We can't leave him kicking 

95 



SAILOR GIRL 

** How much is In Charlie's new deal? " 

" He says more'n fifty thousand gold." 

** Is he sure they'll bring it aboard? " 

** Sure I He'n that shyster Chink lawyer's g 

'em primed. They'll have it in bills, and they'll p 

it in the ship's safe — 'course they don't know thai 
** If they don't hand over their money it's do^ 

hatches, and they'll deliver," said Nickelsen grimi 

*' We'd better move into the river now. You 

better take a nap." 

'* I am battered up," said Satterlee. " Warp 

at the regular moorings." 

Nickelsen left, and as he went on the bridge ! 

saw the Mongolia coming up the bay. 

The Coral Queen began to move up toward t 

river to her berth on the embankment, and pass* 

close to the Mongolia. 



CHAPTER IX 

Yo^l DOWN — BUT NOT OUT 

BELOW the Escolta end of the Bridge of 
Spain there are ancient landing steps cut in 
the stone embankment of the Pasig River. 
John Strang found them a sheltered nook, for the 
rising arch of the bridge hid the steps from upriver, 
piles of hemp bales screened him from passersby on 
the Mole, and lorchas tied alongside hid him from 
the launches and native craft in the stream. 

There was only a lonely fighting cock on the top 
of a near-by casco, strutting at the end of a leg- 
string and looking about pertly, to watch Strang 
wash his shirt in the river. The streams of traffic 
rumbled along overhead, trolleys and carriages and 
foot passengers, going about the morning business 
of Manila. 

Natives were clanking lumber on the opposite 
'^ank, the brown column of the Magellan monument 
floated clear of the street trees and the moss-grown 
l>adground of the Parian Gate of the Walled City. 
I^own river the brown city walls lifted sheer from 
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the water and the bastions of Fort Santiago cut ofi 
view of the bay. 

The position of the transport docks was mark 
by the red, white and blue funnel-bands of the whi 
troopships, rising out of the ruck of ^^ tin " buildin 
like plants that had come into bloom through t 
debris of a gigantic junk pile. 

Down the Mole on his own side of the riv< 
Strang could hear the creaking of hemp-presses, t 
chatter of Chinese and Filipinos, the splash of n 
sugar ladled out of boats in the Binondo Canal; t 
sweetish odor came to him mingled with the sme 
of hemp, fresh-cut lumber, cavalry hay, sea-spoil 
rice, Cagayan tobacco and the blended scents frc 
the crowded galleries of the Customs House. 

Native women on landing steps below we 
pounding clothes. He could not see them, but th( 
laughing gossip reminded him of the piping of bir 
about a fountain, splashing merrily. 

Stripped to the waist, he went about his work wi 
a swift grace most surprising for one regarded as 
loafing " beach-comber." He was young and ta 
with a slender litheness, although well-muscled. E 
face was lean and browned, and his yellowish ha 
over-long for want of a barber's attentions. 

As he stood up and wrung out the shirt to spres 
it in the sun on the casco's roof he caught sight of 
black face staring down at him from another lorch 
She was a young black woman, one of the washej 
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and as she smiled, her mouth was red with betel 
juice. Her bare arms were gleaming wet, and her 
yellow bodice was soaked with river water. 

" Get out I " he said, though not unkindly. The 
impish river sprite laughed, and before she scrambled 
down out of sight, threw a piece of soap at him. 
He could hear her chattering to her companions 
about the white man who was doing his own laundry. 
'' Here's luck I " he said, as he retrieved the scrap 
of soap from the lower steps, and washed it. Then 
he took a razor from his tattered white trousers, 
^nd, with a bit of mirror, began lathering the red 
stubble on chin and cheeks. 

By the time he had finished with the razor his shirt 
w-as dry, for it was only threadbare cotton without 
collar or buttons. He put it on, covered his head 
with a battered army hat, and sat down to smoke a 
pipe and read again a newspaper. 

The big headline, " Pirate Rattray Sentenced to 
Death," held no interest for him, but in the review 
of the case there was a paragraph which he sought 
again. He had read it a score of times that morn- 
ing already. 

"... the government conceded," he read, '* that 
it might be impossible to prove Strang really had 
been aboard the Tropic ^Bird at the time of the 
piracy. There is ample proof that he went aboard 
at Zamboanga, but even though it is admitted that 
the piracy had already been committed, there is be- 
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lief In certain circles that the pearls were conceal 
in that city, and that Strang was there for the pi 
pose of disposing of the loot, and then make it a 
pear he had met Rattray for the first time. Tl 
may be the solution of the mystery concerning t 
whereabouts of the pearls . . ." 

He crumpled the paper and hurled it into t 
river. 

" Danm the whole rotten lot I " he cri( 
** There's no mystery about me, if they want to t 
the truth ! It's mystery they want, so they make 
with their theories! I'll see the day that I r 
around Manila in a victoria, and show them i 
black and white, yellow and mixed, how a white m 
can face 'em in spite of their lying! " 

He stood up and shook his fist at the city's wa 

" I'm a fool," he said presently, and sat down 
light his pipe again. " Won't do me any good 
spill my temper." 

But his wrath would not cool, as he pondered wl 
could be done to escape from his beggar's life, a 
the blight that had come on his name since he li 
shipped with Rattray out of Zamboanga. 

He turned to the soft, shuffling smacks of s; 
dalled feet on the stones behind him. A Chim 
fruit vendor was edging in behind the hemp bal 
working his swinging baskets along the narrow sh 
of blocks with great care. 

"Flesh fluit?" asked the coolie, grinning, as 
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Steadied the pole which held the baskets of mangoes 
and bananas. He wore a native conical bamboo 
hat, a faded blue nankeen blouse, knee trousers of 
ni cotton, and the usual greasy belt with leathern wal- 
let hanging in front. His queue was hitched round 
his neck and hung over his shoulders, pieced out to 
great length by a silken cord with a tassel. 

" Quanta? '' asked Strang, as the first basket of 
the yellow mangoes swung tantalizingly near. 

" Uno centavo/' said the coolie. The price was 
amazingly cheap, and Strang sought for coppers in 
his pockets as he took a mango. 
" Velly flesh," said the coolie, squatting and swing- 
^ ing the pole from his shoulder. He grinned in a 
/ friendly way, and watched Strang bite into the lus- 
r Clous fruit. 

" Good," assented Strang. 
" You — Stlang." 

It was not a question, but an assertion of fact. 
T'he coolie knew who Strang was 1 

Strang, startled and suspicious, looked round 
quickly. He resented the easy familiarity. To 
chat with a fruit vendor was one thing, but to have 
the fellow be so bold as to tell him his own name, 
that was quite another matter. 

"Suppose I am — Strang? What the devil is 
that to you? " he demanded. 

** Me savvy," said the coolie, with a confident leer. 
He wasn't afraid, and made no move to get up, even 
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open if he wants any information from me ? I v 
acquitted — can't the secretos leave me alone, n 
they've got me down and out? " 

" How do you know he was a secret o? '' 

" If he isn't you'd better find out who he is, fla: 
ing gold like that. Fruit peddler with two baske 
blue jacket and white breeches, and a nun-buoy h 
telling me who I ami " 

"All right. Don't need to jump me about 
Old Handsome Higg^ns sent me lookin' for yc 
Says he knows where you can get a ship. You b 
ter drif up there and see what's in it, 'stead o' bai 
in' at me about secretos'^ 

" A ship ! I'd go third cook in a Norwegi 
schooner to get out of here, but who'll ship n 
knowing you'll be out in the Bucky O'Neill to pi 
me ashore for Fenlow? I could have shipped 
that Sandakan hooker, only word was passed to tl 
skipper not to take me. And it strikes me Higgi 
took a sudden interest in finding a ship for this pa 
ticular beachcomber." 

'* All I know's he said he was lookin' for yc 
Chance for mate in a steamer right away. I'd gi 
it a whirl." 

'* Might as well see what's in the wind as stay r 
ting here like an old hulk. But you can see me 
this kit asking for a billet as mate ! The mastei 
laugh at me, unless it's Noah with his ark. I'll 
up. 

1 06 



DOWN — BUT NOT OUT 

*^ Go ahead," said the policeman, resting his el- 
bows on a bale. " Maybe your luck's on the turn." 

*' Thanks. You're a white man. That's more 
than I can say for a lot of my color in this strip of 
the woods." 

" Don't thank me. I want you off my beat. 
Something'll turn out bad along here, and you'll be 
jigged as suspicious. Hope you connect." 

Strang squeezed out through the bales and started 
for Calle San Fernando. As he drew near the Cus- 
toms House, the first tenders from the Mongolia 
'^ere arriving, and in the open place reserved for 
Porters, cocheros and hotel-runners, a multitude was 
clamoring for passengers. 

The steamer Coral Queen was just in. Strang 
thought of Rattray, who had been mate in her, and 
hurried along to the office of Handsome Higgins, 
■«vJio occupied an old 'dobe building near the water- 
f x-ont, where he supplied crews and stokers, chiefly 
'Natives. 

" Hey you, Strang! " 

It was Higgins, across the street. 

Strang waited while the gorilla-like Higgins, in a 

rty white suit and an old straw hat, lumbered up 

him. 

"You know Cap'n Nickelsen? " he asked. 

" Yes. I ought to know who he is. He was Rat- 
^Tay's skipper." 

" Had a talk with him a few minutes ago. He's 
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hard up for a mate, and I put in a word for you. 
He thinks you've had a raw deal with that Rattray 
business — hates Rattray. Said he'd think about it 
if you was interested enough to see him. Run up 
to the Far East Company — Nickelsen's there now 
— and mention my name. Take it on the skip if 
you want to hook the Coral Queen. Sigue along I 
Nickelsen won't bite ye, anyway." 



CHAPTER X 
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TRANG ought to be here now," said Nick- 
elsen to Satterlee. 

He was sitting just inside the shell-paned 
lattice window of the Far East Company's office, on 
the second floor of an old building that overlooked 
the Binondo Canal and the muddy Pasig. 

Satterlee looked up from his desk. The cap- 
tain's back was toward him, and cut off his view of 
the little plaza in the angle formed by river and 
canal. 

" I want to see Charlie Li," said Satterlee, and 
put down his pencil to wipe his face and neck with a 
^et towel. 

"Tliere's a coolie down in the street with man- 
goes," said Nickelsen. 

Satterlee went to the window and looked below. 

He whistled on his fingers, and beckoned. 

'' Arriba/ '' he called. " Come up I " 

A fruit vendor, the one who had accosted Strang 

^ few minutes before, was resting in the shade of a 

9odown. He got to his feet and sought to locate 

the summons. Satterlee repeated his peremptory 
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gesture, and the coolie shouldered his pole and trot- 
ted across the sun-baked plaza to climb the stone 
stairs to the office. 

'* What you got?" demanded Satterlee, opening 
the door. The coolie grinned and wiped his brow 
with the sleeve of his blue nankeen jacket. His 
queue was twisted twice around his neck and looped 
over his shoulder. 

** You want fluit? Mango? Flesh. You catch- 
um topside." 

He swung his baskets through the door, and fol- 
lowed with cautious glances into the office. 

" Come in. Nobody here but the cap'n and my- 
self. Seen Strang? " asked Satterlee. 

*' Gone up to Higgins' place to see about getting 
a ship," said the coolie quietly, now speaking in per- 
fect English and nodding familiarly to Nickelsen. 
He put his baskets down and went to the water 
cooler and took a drink. 

"Good!" said Nickelsen. "That's quite a 
dress-up for an educated Chinaman like you, 
Charlie." 

" It holds my job in the customs secret service," 
said Charlie, " and it helps me fix up fifty-thousand- 
dollar deals for you." 

" I'll believe it when I see the money. Can 
they sail to-night? " 

" Why not? They're waiting for me to tell 'em 
when to go aboard." 
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*' But will they have the cash — in bills? That's 
what interests me." 

"You bet! Say, I just offered Strang a twenty 
for a pearl, up under the bridge. It made him 
pretty sore. He's flat broke right enough — he 
hasn't any pearls." 

Nickelsen frowned. 

** He thought I was a secreto,^' went on Charlie, 
sitting down in Satterlee's chair. ** He isn't in 
with the police, that's sure. I tell you he's broke." 

** I wish you'd kept away from him," said Nickel- 
sen. '* I'm going to ship him as mate." 

*'With us I To-night 1" The Chinese was dis- 
mayed at the idea, and he turned to Satterlee ques- 
tioningly. *' Why, he'll recognize — " 

**Hush!" cried Satterlee, stepping to the door. 
'* Somebody comin' up the stairs 1 Git into this 
room till we see who 'tis! " 

The Chinese hustled his baskets into a rear office, 
and disappeared himself, as there was a knock at the 
outer door, and Strang walked in. 

Satterlee looked at him. 

" Strang! " he said. " What d'ye want here? " 

" I want to see Captain Nickelsen." 

" Cap'n Nickelsen's got no business with you," 
growled Satterlee. " I don't want ye hangin' rouhd 
this place. Ye're lookin' for Bilibid Prison, I 
guess." 

Strang bit his lip. 
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" Never you mind what I'm looking for," he re- 
torted. ** Is Nickelsen here? " 

" Who wants to see me? " called Nickelsen from 
behind a desk. 

" Strang," said Satterlee, his hand still on the 
door. " Rattray's pal in that pirate job." 

" My record'U stand with yours, at that," said 
Strang hotly. " And if you'll come down — " 

" Now, now! " roared 'Nickelsen. 

Strang pressed the office gate inward in spite of 
Satterlee and brushed past him. 

^' Higgins sent me up, sir. Said you wanted a 
mate." 

Satterlee gave an angry grunt. 

Strang stood in the center of the room, flaming 
with anger, his pitiful remnant of a hat in his hand, 
his bare toes showing through what had been shoes, 
his trousers supported by a single suspender that had 
been converted into a belt. 

" Hello I " cried Nickelsen, staring. " They've 
got you under shortened sail, man I Good Lord I 
You are on the beach I " 

" That's it, sir," said Strang, with a trace of a 
smile. His lip trembled a bit, for Nickelsen's at- 
titude gave him new hope. 

" It's that devil of a Rattray who's to bl^me for 
this," went on Nickelsen wrathfuUy. " He's a thief 
and a cutthroat, that fellow 1 I know him — and 
the people of Manila haven't played fair with you I " 
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Bad streak of luck, sir, Fll admit. I'd like to 
go mate with you." 

*' This company don't take its mates off the 
beach," said Satterlee. 

•' Oh I " said Nickelsen. " That's the tune, is it? 
I've suspected as much, Mr. Satterlee, from the 
bunch of farmers I've had for watch officers and 
the black gangs I've had below. A man can be on 
the beach and be a good seaman, can't he?" 

*' Not if the police drag him ashore," said Sat- 
terlee. 

*' How's that? " asked Nickelsen, with a ques- 
tioning look to Strang. 

** He means I owe my lawyer, Fenlow, four hun- 
dred and eighteen dollars, gold, and he won't let 
me go. I thought, sir, you might — " 

** That's a card of another color," said Nickel- 
sen seriously. 

" If you could guarantee the debt — I'd — " 

Satterlee sniffed contemptuously and began to 
take files from a shelf, to go on with his office work. 

" How does the leech of a lawyer think ye'U ever 
pay him if ye don't find work? " asked Nickelsen. 

** He thinks I've got some of Rattray's pearls — 
all of 'em, sir, and that I'd slip away. He wants to 
trap me into selling him a few, and then hold me 
up for the rest. That game might pay him — if I 
had any pearls." 

" He ought to be shot! " yelled Nickelsen, thump- 
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ing the desk in a pretty show of righteous wrath 
** Things have come to a nice pass out in this coun 
try if a white man can't get a square deal ! " 

" I thought, sir, you might fix it with Fenlow S( 
he would draw my wages, and trust me to stay wit 
you if you'd pay him off — ^" 

" Now that's a bright idea 1 " declared Nickelsei 
" It's a lot of money, but I need a mate who kno^ 
his business. Mr. Satterlee, I'd like a check for s 
hundred." 

" Check," gasped Satterlee. " You ain't goin' 1 
quit us, be ye, cap'en? " 

** That's up to you. Here's a man comes alox 
right in the jaw of an open job, and you don't wa: 
him because he's in rags. So it's style ye want, cl 
All right, I'll give ye the style . . . you don 
have to take a mate off the beach! I'm going i 
cut the cables of this Fenlow — pay him up, an 
give Mr. Strang money for a kit of shore togs, s( 
gear and whatever he needs, and take him alon; 
How's that? Company suited? " 

Nickelsen's acting was superb. 

" I guess so," said Satterlee meekly. '* I can I 
ye have the cash." 

" All right. Shell out. It ain't my style to I 
a white man kick around the beach for the wai 
of a few dollars while I'm running a school of na\ 
gation aboard the Coral Queen for a lot of hal 
breed juniors you send me. Besides, Rattray ga^ 
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me trouble enough — and he's to blame for Mr. 
^ Strang's troubles, too. Six hundred — correct." 

He took a roll of yellow bills from Satterlee and 
^^ counted them out. 

"I — I wish I could say something — to — " 
began Strang. 

"Sit down, Mr. Strang. Not a thing you can 
say — but plenty to do. You can sign receipts for 
advance wages with me when you come aboard. 
IVe got an idea of what you've got to do in the 
meantime. Will you take my orders for the day? " 
"Why, of course, sir," said Strang, scarcely able 
to believe what had befallen him. 

" Then if you want to sign with me, get the best 

suit of shore clothes to be found in Manila — white 

^d stylish. Got to stop this beach talk, in the 

office and on the street. Dress up like a drunk 

'Marine, Swell around Manila and show yourself — 

^ide in a rig, don't walk. Show people here you 

^re not a beach-combing tramp, and don't give a 

linker's damil for what they say or think. Show 

^m your nerve is left, that you've shipped mate in 

^he Coral Queen with me. Give 'em something to 

^^Ik about. Pay Fenlow off, kick him in the face, 

^•nd spend every dollar that's left. Come up the 

S^ng at eight o'clock looking like a millionaire. 

And say — I want you to have dinner at the Bay 

View — on the veranda with all the swells. Knock 

cm in the eye 1 Can you carry it through? " 
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" I think so, sir. All but kicking Fenlow — ^" 

" Of course. I talk rough when Fm mad. But 
youVe got to make these Manila folks forget you 
were a tramp. Here's six hundred — aboard at 
eight to-night. So long I " 

He thrust the money into Strang's hand, shook it, 
and pushed him toward the door. 

" By the living God I won't forget this! ** cried 
Strang. " I'll — " 

'^ I know a man when I see one," said Nickelsen. 
"You're good enough for me. Run along now." 

He thrust him out on the landing of the stairs, 
with a wink to hint that he'd better get away before 
Satterlee changed his mind, and shut the door. 

" It's a big bet he double crosses you and skips," 
whispered Satterlee. 

" Not on your life," said Nickelsen. " We've 
got him with a rolling hitch, and he'll stick through, 
no matter what comes. You'd better keep clear 
of him aboard, though." 

" Fenlow'U throw a fit when he sees all that 
money — swear Strang has sold some pearls. And 
the police may hold him up. He'll have Manila 
boiling over by dark if he puts through what you 
told him." 

*' Just what we want 'em to do — talk. Let 'em 
buzz. Police can't hold him for getting a job, and 
you slip the word to Rattray that we've bribed 
Strang to change his testimony at a new trial. 
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That'll hold Rattray. Bring Charlie out here. 

WeVe got to get busy on the new deal." 
The Chinese came out of hiding. 

" What's your idea of your share in this new deal, 
Charlie?" 

" Well, captain, I'll sell out now for ten thousand 
dollars, and guarantee to have sixty thousand 
aboard. Satterlee's got the list of who's got the 
money and how much." 

He sat down and rubbed his hands, afifecting a 
commercial manner. 

" Guarantee I " sneered Nickelsen. ** It takes an 
educated Chink like you to have a cold-steel nerve I 
What good is your guarantee once we're outside, 
with you left behind? " 

^' It takes an educated Chink like me to put this 
sort of business over, too, cap :ain," said Charlie, 
with some spirit. " I've been working on this for 
a month. I know what I'm doing." 

" You'll sail for Hong-Kong day after to-mor- 
row in the Taming and meet us there to get your 
third of what's taken, that's what you'll do," said 
Nickelsen. 

"Thank you just the same, but I'll sail in the 
Coral Queen for my third," countered Charlie. '* I 
can't take chances you wouldn't show up in Hong- 
Kong with my share." 

" Now you two go and bust the whole business 
up in a row," said Satterlee disgustedly. 
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** You'll need me on board, too; don't forget 
that," went on Charlie. 

" He ought to come along, Nick," said Satterlee. 

*' Suppose we get into some port after the Coral 
Queen's lost, what could you do? " demanded Nick- 
elsen of Charlie Li. 

*' As an operative of the customs secret service, 
I could do anything I wanted to do with police or 
consuls in case you are arrested. I could cable 
Manila I'll bring you back, and give you a chance 
to escape — all of us." 

*' I hadn't thought of that," said Nickelsen. 
*' What if Strang should manage to get away, and 
got into some port ahead of us, with news of what 
happened? " 

" I could cable Manila he was the pirate — that 
he had Rattray's pearls on board. I can ship with 
you as chief steward and tell my chief I'm on a clew 
to the pearls. If Strang did make trouble, my 
word's better than his. Clinch things on him and 
make our getaway." 

**Ye see? He's got a noodle," said Satterlee 
admiringly. 

** This is the first time I've ever had the govern- 
ment behind me," said Nickelsen, with a grin. 
** Sign him as chief steward, name Sam Lee." 

** Thought you'd see it that way," said Charlie. 

** You run along and be aboard at seven. Keep 
out of Strang's sight. Everything'll be ready at a 
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quarter after eight, where we're lying now. I've 
got to dig up a new engineer." 

Charlie took his baskets and departed, while Sat- 
terlee and Nickelsen stood in the window and 
watched him trot across the open space below. 

" That Chink'U be emperor of China some day," 
said Satterlee. 

" He'll more likely stretch two fathoms of hemp. 
Sure he isn't pulling a long bow on the amount of 
money?" 

" He's seen the coin, Nick, — all in bills." 

^*Then we stand to clear sixty thousand out of 
this — cash." 

" Not and split three ways. Nick, ye don't aim 
to—" 

^*0h, a lot of things can happen to a Chink 
steward in the China Sea that wouldn't be our fault. 
I'm going out, Ben. Wait for me here." 

" You mean we can double cross Charlie? " asked 
Satterlee with a grin. 

" Shut up," snapped Nickelsen and went out. 

** Maybe you think you can double cross me, too," 
mused Satterlee, a worried look on his fat, pink 
face. 



CHAPTER XI 

ELEANOR IS WARNED 

THE veranda of the Bay View Hotel, ove 
looking Manila Bay, was crowded wi 
diners. The upper limb of the setting si 
rested on the coastal mountains to seaward like 
red flame thrust up above a wall, with a whorl < 
crimson and pink and purple throbbing toward tl 
zenith, making the waters of the bay glow as bo 
ing fires in a crater of pigmented liquid. 

Riding lights were beginning to appear on tl 
ships clustered about the rocky finger of breakwate 
their landward sides already in shadow, their hul 
reflected athwart the swells lifting in to the pat 
fringe of Malecon Drive beyond the Luneta ar 
the brown sides of the Walled City. The spir 
and battlements of the ancient city rose against tl 
purple after-glow as the sun dropped down, somb 
monuments to Spain^s ancient glory. 

A young man emerged from the crowds on t 
Luneta, and went up the steps of the veranda, 
look over the tables. The head-waiter, a safirc 
faced Spaniard in black silk, made a welcoming gf 
ture, and moved toward a small table along the ra 
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The newcomer walked into the aisle, and stop- 
ping, hesitated, as if in doubt about staying. He 
wore a suit of white duck, white shoes, a white silk 
shirt with soft collar and a. black kerchief fashioned 
into a cravat His face was brown and lean, and 
about his ears and temples there were borders of 
lighter skin at the edges of his hair, strikingly in 
contrast to the heavy tan of his cheeks, and betray- 
ing the recent attentions of a barber. 

His attire, while not stamped with the personality 
of prideful tailoring, lacked the exaggerations of an 
overfine taste in dress. The square;:cut coat was 
stiiy new, as were the creaking shoes, and the silver 
buddes of his belt told of the Chinese shops of Calle 
Rosario — a dragon bent on swallowing his own 
tail His straw hat was fresh from the window of 
a sombreria. 

Men and women stared at him, and immediately 
there arose startled comment, the hissing of whis- 
pers, flutters of surprise, stares and nods. The 
diners, composed of a medley of races, turned their 
attention to the tall young man completely; German 
merchants with their families, English clerks from 
shipping companies, American army officers and 
their wives from posts in the provinces, hemp and 
sugar planters more Filipino than Spanish, and a 
sprinkling of tourists just arrived or waiting for 
the sailing of their steamers — even the native 
waiters stopped their serving to look after him. 
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The band, concealed behind potted pabns, begaim 
picking at a Straus waltz. Under cover of the 
music, men leaned forward over the tables in hastjr 
explanations to apprise their companions of some 
fact about the young man which must have been oF 
startling significance, judging from the expression, 
of awe which came over the faces of the unknowing 
ones as they realized who had come among them. 

He seemed conscious of the furore he had cre- 
ated, but he did not look at any of the guests, star- 
ing over their heads as he followed the head-waiter 
with his eyes. Finally he took ofif his hat, turned as 
if he would flee, thought better of it, and with some- 
thing of defiance in his manner, strode to where the 
head-waiter was holding out a chair at an unoc- 
cupied table. 

He took the menu which was thrust into his hand, 
and scanned it quickly, as if glad that it afforded him 
an opportunity to avoid visual contact with those 
at the next table. The Filipino waiter came for- 
ward to take his order, standing beside him, waiting 
for him to fill out the slip. 

** Did you see the young man who came in? '* 
asked Westward Ho, in a guarded tone. " To your 
left, Mrs. Wade, — don't look now. You can see 
him through the fronds." 

"Who is he?'* asked Eleanor. "Everybody 
stared at him. The fellow with the yellow hairi 
Harriett." 
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** Terribly good-looking," said Mrs. Wade. 
"He's somebody, or they wouldn't be so excited. 
Some local celebrity, no doubt." 

" I should say so," said Westward, smiling mys- 
teriously. 

" The shipping page of the Times says the Coral 
Queen is in port and listed to sail in a couple of 
days," said Eleanor. ** Harriett, we'll go down in 
the morning and see Satterlee and Captain Nickel- 
^sen. Harriett ! You mustn't stare that young man 
out of countenance ! He looked over here then 1 " 

Mrs. Wade chuckled. 

"You were looking at him, too. Friend of 
yours, Mr. Westward? " 

" Hardly. I've only seen him once before. 
What do you think of him? I'm curious to see you 
K^ork your knowledge of human character." 

" I like his looks. A man with a jaw like his — 
no doubt he's done something worth while." 

" Papers will be full of it in the morning," said 
the gambler. 

** So he is a celebrity," said Mrs. Wade. 

'* Carried through some dashing exploit, and just 

« 

came back? " asked Eleanor. " Everybody seems 
to know him." 

" His being here — at the Bay View, I mean. 
It's an event, a sensation. Wouldn't have missed 
it for the world. Remember what I was telling you 
on the Mongolia this morning? About Rattray, 

123 



>» 



SAILOR GIRL 

and Strang? Well, that young man is — JoL 
Strang." 

They looked at him in amazement. 

" The pirate I " whispered Mrs. Wade. 

" Exactly." 

" Why, it sounds preposterous I " said Eleanor 
" He doesn't look any more like a pirate then I dol 

" I warned you this morning that pirates out here 
are not built on the Spanish Main model. TheyVe 
going to hang Rattray, and came mighty near it 
with this fellow." 

'^ But if he was acquitted, he must have presented 
some proofs of his innocence," objected Eleanor to 
Westward. 

" Acquitted, yes," said Westward. *' But there's 
a story around that he bought his freedom by help- 
ing to convict Rattray. They didn't have any evi- 
dence against Rattray except the Malay, and native 
evidence isn't much good out here when a white 
man's on trial. Strang had a good alibi, but it didn't 
take away the suspicion of complicity, and the pearls 
were never located. Neither was the Chinese 
crew. So everybody says Strang sold out and gave 
information to the secret service to save his owr 
neck — and get away with the pearls. 

" That's why this sudden show of wealth bj 
Strang, and on the very day Rattray has been sen 
tenced to death, will startle Manila. They'll sa^ 
he's sold some of the pearls. He's been starving 
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OTt the docks since he was acquitted, and this looks 
mighty suspicious. It's a cold-blooded piece of 
business, and he's taking his life in his hands. Some 
of Rattray's friends may take a shot at him before 
he can get out of Manila." 

** Then I rather like his bravery in facing all this 
hostility," said Mrs. Wade. " It's what makes me 
believe he is innocent." 

Eleanor was watching Strang furtively. She saw 
the head-waiter listening to the whisper of a big man, 
who spoke behind his hand. The head-waiter ap- 
peared startled, and standing erect, gave Strang a 
dose scrutiny. The head-waiter's ingratiating 
smile galvanized on his face, and he hurried inside 
the hotel, looking over his shoulder in terror. 

Presently he came back, bustling importantly, and 
took Strang's straw hat from the vacant chair. He 
handed it across the table abruptly, and said some- 
thing. The band stopped suddenly. 

"What's that?" demanded Strang. His voice 
snapped indignantly. 

The head-waiter waved eloquent hands over his 
head, said a few words of Spanish, and shrugged 
his shoulders to indicate that he would say no more. 
He stalked away, leaving the hat before Strang on 
the table, 

Strang stood erect, white anger in his face, and 
saying something to the waiter which was not audi- 
ble to the others, strode out between the tables to 
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the end of the veranda toward the Luneta and hui 
ried across the driveway into the crowds waiting fo 
the evening concert by the Constabulary Band. 

There was a hubbub among the diners, and th« 
wave of conversation which arose after Strang's de 
parture was spiced with ** Rattray," " Pearls,'' 
" Piracy," '' Tropic Bird '' and expressions of la.- 
dignation that he should dare appear among 
spectable people. 

"You see," said Westward. "They wouldn' 
serve him here." 

" It strikes me as cruel and unjust," said Eleanor. 
" These people don't know more than the courts, do 
they?" 

" Where are the pearls? " asked Westward. " I 
don't know, but how does Strang come into sudden 
fortune, when he couldn't pay his lawyer or get out 
of Manila yesterday. He'll probably be arrested in 
the next hour or so. There's also a story that he 
was acquitted to see if he wouldn't lead the secretos 
to where the loot was hidden." 

" Pirate 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Wade. " You think 
that man's a pirate I " 

" You go down to Bilibid Prison and look at Rat- 
tray, Mrs. Wade. I've seen clerks who looked more 
like pirates than he does. «Can't tell a thing about 
it out here. This climate plays tricks with white 
men." 

" And Strang is a blond," said Eleanor. " I sup« 
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pose you feel he bears out your theory that blonds 
are most susceptible to the disintegrating influences 
of-" 

" I'm only telling you what the gossip is. I'm 
glad you saw him — ^yes, what's that? " 

The waiter leaned forward and spoke in a whis- 
per to Westward. The gambler leaned back in his 
chair and his face grew serious. The waiter pot- 
tered with the dishes. 

" Bring some cigars," said Westward. " A box 
of Cagayan Flores, and put them here at my place. 
Could I be excused a few minutes? " 

He put sugar into his empty cup and paused 
awkwardly. 

"I've got some important news. Don't know 
when m be -back. Will you both wait here fifteen 
minutes and if I don't return, go to your room? 
I'll try to 'phone." 

"Certainly," said Eleanor, and Mrs. Wade 
nodded assent. She saw his hand tremble, and he 
seemed stricken and worried. " No bad news, I 
hope." 

" You'll do me a favor if you'll remain as if you 
expected me back. Do you understand?" His 
voice was in a low monotone, which could not carry 
across the table. 

" Very well," said Eleanor. " If there is any- 
thing I can do — " 

" No, thanks. I'm leaving this gold-pvect (ot tS\t 
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waiter. But he's not to have it until you leave. I'll 
pay for the dinner inside. But don't wait longer 
than fifteen minutes, as I'll try to 'phone." * 

He got up in a leisurely manner, looked at his 
watch, and speaking loudly enough to be heard foir 
several feet, said: " Must go and telephone. Wil^ 
you kindly excuse me for a few minutes? I'll b 
right back . . . and, waiter I Bring another po 
of coflFee ! " 

He bowed and smiled, and walking down the ver- 
anda, disappeared into the door which led to the 
hotel bar, asking in a *loud voice inside for the loca- 
tion of the public telephone. 

It was growing dark rapidly now, and the light 
from candelabra inside, streaming out through the 
open windows, invaded the shadows of the veranda. 
The orchestra began another melody and Eleanor 
and Mrs. Wade waited through a quarter of an hour, 
wondering what Westward's desertion could mean. 
But they made no comment. 

The women stared after Eleanor when she — a 
flash of white-and-yellow crepon with a blue girdle 
and blue velvet hat — left with Mrs. Wade. 

Their room was on the second floor, overlooking 
the Luneta, with its concourse crowded with vic- 
torias and men and women, behind smart Australian 
ponies. It was the hour for Manila's ruling class 
to enjoy the cool of the evening. 

To the right was Bagumbayan Drive, a dark vista 
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"Ciieath giant over-hanging trees, skirting the moat 
Ground the Walled City, jeweled by arc-lamps high 
among the branches. 
They stood at the window a minute. The tele- 
phone rang. Mrs. Wade hurried to take the re- 
ceiver from the hook. 

** Hello I Yes, this is Mrs. Wade I " 
** Tm sorry," said Westward's voice. " I can't 
come back." 

** What's the trouble? Your voice sounds wor- 
ried." 

" Can't explain now — terrible hurry. I've got 
^o get out of the city. Can you hear? " 
" Perfectly." 

"Tell Miss Glendon the Coral Queen sails to- 
night." 
"To-night I" 

" Yes. I understand they've clearance for 
Hong-Kong — got it late. Friend tipped me off — 
something funny about it — can you hear?" 
" Yes." 

" Don't tell anybody you know me — remember ! 
Didn't know me when I sat down at the table — 
merely had seen me on the Mongolia — didn't know 
my business. Sorry to go like this — can't lose a 
minute — good — " 

" Hello I Hello ! " cried Mrs. Wade. " Keep 
off the line, please! Yes, central, I was talking. 
Put that party back on the line, please 1 " 
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She waited, but no one spoke in reply to her 
queries. 

*' Hung up I So central says ! Eleanor, dear, 
Mr. Westward says the Coral Queen sails to-night 
and he's got to leave town — and we're not to 
know anything about him." 

Eleanor was puzzled. 

" The steamer sails to-night? " 

" Yes, and Mr. Westward said there's something 
funny about it. He was very careful — kept his 
voice as low as possible. He was dreadfully excited 
about something." 

" Give me the 'phone, please," she said suddenly. 
"Hello? Hotel? Yes, this is Miss Glendon. 
Order a rig at once for me — to take two ladies. 
Hurry it please. Thanks. Ring the minute it's 
ready." 

"My dear I What—?" 

" The waterfront, Harriett I Here, put every- 
thing in your bags 1 Lucky we're not unpacked." 

"What are you going to do?" demanded her 
cousin. 

" Are you game to go back to sea? " 

" Yes, if you want. ..." 

"Then we'll sail with the Coral Queen. Only 
we won't tell Captain Nickelsen until the last min- 
ute — and we'll send back for our things. It looks 
to me as if somebody has heard we've arrived and 
intends to sneak away." 
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** I'll get my new thriller out of this trip yet," 
said Mrs. Wade, as she began to stufif small articles 
into her traveling bag. " I wish the professor 
hadn't run away from us like that 1 " 



CHAPTER XII 



THE CORAL QUEEN 




i'X DONT like it/' said Satterlee, looking up 
from his plate of curried chicken. He and 
Nickelsen were having dinner in the saloon 
of the Coral Queen. 

** What's the growl? " asked the captain. 

" The man in the white suit and helmet up above 
the canal." 

" Still worrying about him? " 

" If he's there when I'm done, I'm goin' to ask 
him what he's lookin' for," said the agent. *' He 
hung around in the shadow of the godown for fif- 
teen minutes, and when he saw I was watchin' him, 
sa'antered away. Then he come back. I tell ye 
he's watchin' the ship! Now what's the matter? 
Ye look as if the devil was here for ye're soul 1 " 

The Chinese on duty at the gangway had come in 
and put a white card in Nickelsen's hand. The cap- 
tain held it up to catch the light from the bulkhead 
lamp. 

" Lady — one, two, for see cap'n bimeby quick." 

"Eh?" Satterlee began to breathe heavily, 
alarmed by the look on Nickelsen's face. 
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" Eleanor Glendon 1 " whispered Nickelsen, as the 
letters on the card became plain. 

Satterlee hissed, lifted his shoulders with a sud- 
den movement, and dropped back limply into his 
chair, in a spasm of fear. 

" Not — the owner f Not here, Nickl At the 
ship ! " He hoped he might draw derision from the 
captain, be laughed at for a fool, assured that he 
was suffering from a delusion which might be dis- 
sipated by swift denial. 

" Who else? " asked Nickelsen. " All right, you 
say captain come,'' and the Chinese pattered up the 
stairs. 

"Ain't that my rotten bamboo luck?" whined 
Satterlee, waving a ponderous paw before his eyes as 
if to brush away an annoying chimera. ** Right 
when I'm gettin' my paws on a big stake to blow 
this dhobie country ! " 

" Shut up I " snapped Nickelsen. ** We've got to 
handle this with gloves and get her away from the 
ship." 

"You think she's been tipped off, Nick? That 
cable. . . . Think old Tweedles smells a rat ? And 
she's come here to stop — " 

He had an attack of wheezing. 

" Pull yourself together ! Can't lose your nerve 
like this 1 Put on your coat ! " 

" I'm goin' to duck I " said Satterlee, putting his 
hands to the table to brace himself for heaving his 
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massive form out of his chair. '^ I can't meet 
with no owner, tell ye that. Fm goin* to — " 

" You're going to stay right here," whispered 
captain, springing up and thrusting the agent b 
into his seat by seizing his shoulders. ** Get i 
that coat, I say, and take a turn on yourself ! Yc 
stand your ground and see this through 1 Vm ti 
of having you sneak out of every jam that coi 
up! What are you crying about? What if sh 
here? Can't she go from truck to double-bdttc 
and not find a thing? Think I'm going to le 
couple of women scare me ? " 

" But for her to come right now 1 " babbled 1 
terlee. "And this Rattray business hot, and 
new deal ready to break with us sailin' in an houi 
so ! I never did have the luck of a blind jugglei 

" She can't stop us from sailing. We'll give 
some soft talk and send her away. We get to 
— she comes down to the office in the morning, 
what can she do. You take it easy and follow 
lead — and don't get gallied. We can't back dc 
now." 

" Good for you, Nick! We can pull througl 
ye feel like that! We're the boys, but it did ( 
me an awful turn." 

"Remember — business was never better, 
cargo contracts. We let small things go to 1 
big business. We've cabled Tweedles earn! 
doubled!" 

134 



THE CORAL QUEEN 

" YeVe right. Bring *em in and we^U bluflF/' 

He poured out brandy and gulped it, wiping his 
Face with a napkin. The captain grabbed his cap 
and hurried up the stairs to the social hall. 

It was dark outside. A big arc-lamp at the end 
of the canal cast a white circle of light over the 
Mole. The yellow gleam splashing out from the 
door of the social hall revealed two women stand- 
ing at the foot of the gangplank. 

'* Miss Glendon ? *' said Nickelsen, as he started 
down the gangway, cap in hand. He could see the 
shadowy outlines of a victoria with two ponies and a 
cochero in the little plaza at the river-end of the 
street, an omen of a brief stay for his visitors. 

" Yes. Are you Captain Nickelsen? '* 

He sought delay now, for his eyes, readjusted to 
the gloomy caverns between the hemp godowns, 
caught the glimpse of a man in white strolling to- 
ward the ship, whom the captain knew for Satter- 
ke's man in the white helmet. 

" We weren't expecting visitors," he said, " but I 
presume you are — " 

He stopped, as if waiting for her to establish her 
identity. He looked over their heads, and did not 
know yet which of the two was Miss Glendon. 

" From San Francisco. I arrived to-day in the 
mongolia.*' 
''^ The man in white disappeared. 

" Won't you come on board ? Mr. Satterlee, the 
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of an ancient Chinese cook looked out from the 
pantry door at the lady in yellow and white, an- 
other in gray and black! And the captain very 
grave, behind them! 

"Ladies, Mr. Satterlee! Miss Glendon, the 
owner, Mrs. Wade — " 

" The novelist," put in Eleanor, smiling. " I 
know it isn't quite fair, gentlemen, to intrude on you 
at this time. I saw by the shipping list that the 
Queen was sailing the day after to-morrow — " 

She looked at Nickelsen for affirmation. 

" Yes, the published date," said the captain, care- 
ful to be noncommittal. 

" You sail then? " It was a most direct question, 
and she looked squarely at Nickelsen. 

" Won't you be seated? And join us, perhaps? " 
He waved toward the two chairs on the right, and 
stepped forward to turn out the first. Eleanor took 
it with a word of thanks. Satterlee, pale and wor- 
ried looking, began to redden from his neck upward. 

" We've dined, thanks, at the Bay View." 

Nickelsen nodded to Satterlee to take his seat, and 
sat down himself with studied deliberation. 

" We got a cable, nearly a month ago — " 

Again he waited for her to fill out his sentence, 

™ore of a query than a statement of fact. 

i sent it," she said, smiling, and looked at Sat- 
terlee. 

' You're here on — ? " 

137 




SAILOR GIRL 

His tentative manner of suggesting a topic and 
compeUing her to finish by supplying the informa- 
tion he sought irritated Eleanor. 

** On business,'' she said, as sweetly as possible, 
and smiled at the captain. 

Satterlee drew his breath quickly, wheezed, and 
coughed. Eleanor saw them exchange glances, and 
knew at once that Nickelsen was the dominating 
force she would have to combat. And she was con- 
scious of the captain's craftiness hidden behind an 
oily suavity. At that instant she decided to lead 
them both to believe her wholly incapable of seeing 
through methods or motives inimicable to her in- 
terests. 

^' I take it," began the captain lugubriously and 
with an air of injured innocence, '^ you are not satis- 
fied with the way Mr. Satterlee and myself have 
been getting business. We are ready to adopt any 
suggestions if you feel — ^" 

" I am here to cooperate with both of you, cap- 
tain, as far as I can, in carrying out any improve- 
ments you may suggest, and interfere as little as pos- 
sible. Of course, if you want to leave the com- 
pany, that's for you to decide." 

" We have already cabled Mr. Tweedles of a new 
contract, covering a year, which Mr. Satterlee has 
succeeded in getting after much delay. He has 
closed for all the trans-shipments from Hong-Kong 
f a new Manila importing house. He let every- 
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thing go for some time in order to be able to get 
this business. We are sure of full holds both ways, 
at big profits. Naturally, both Mr. Satterlee and 
myself would like to prove what we can do from 
now on, and make up for losses of past months." 
Nickelsen looked to Satterlee. 
"Things are ready for a big boom," said the 
agent, brightening visibly with the realization that 
NidLelsen had smoothed out what appeared to be at 
first a dangerous condition of affairs. 

" Vm glad to hear it," said Eleanor, ** and I con- 
gratulate you both. We realize the difficulties of 
the Manila branch. If there's anything you need 
I'll see it is supplied. But there had to be a change 
of some sort I abhor business, so if things are go- 
ing better, we can see the sights." 

'^Lots o' interestin' things to see. Be glad to 
show you ladies around." 

'* Mrs. Wade writes books, and is hunting local 
color." 

" Oh, yes," said Satterlee. " You write the 
novels everybody reads so much out here — covered 
with alligator-skin paper — Cottage Home Library. 
I've read a lot of 'em." 

*' It must be so romantic to live in the Orient," 
said Mrs. Wade with gushing simplicity to the agent. 
" Natives and old walls and palm trees — and you 
men in white look so perfectly stunning I " 
^^ I do* know 'bout the walls. Good dta\ o^ xcvd^- 
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lary in 'em. I can send you up the river in launch 
and so on." 

" Suppose you have lunch with me — to-morro 
— you and Mr. Satterlee," said Eleanor. 

" Sorry, but Fve got to get up to Hong-Kong - 
to-night. Fm sailing in an hour." 

" Got to make time — them new contracts," r 
marked the agent, seeing it was the captain's i 
tention to hustle them out of the ship. 

" Then we'd better be going." Eleanor ros 
noting Satterlee's joyful glance to Nickelsen. 

" We don't have the owner with us every day, 
said Nickelsen, in mild expostulation. " Don 
hurry, please. The few things I must attend to ca 
wait — " 

** Harriett I How would you like to go to Hon] 
Kong to-night? " 

Satterlee's face betrayed actual horror. 

"I'm — I'm afraid you'd find things disagrei 
able," said the captain, utterly taken aback. H 
stood with one hand on his chair, staring at th 
agent. 

" Oh, we don't mind if it isn't like the Mongolu 
Fix us a couple of outside rooms. ..." 

" We had sickness the last trip," said Nickelsei 
** Eight of the crew died — of plague. You neve 
know — " 

" An owner ought to be willing to take the risk 
of captain and crew," said Eleanor with a smil< 
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*'tlave Mr. Satterlee make a check for the Bay 
Vie^w Hotel, and I'll send it with a note for our 
baggage by the driver outside.'* 

** Ben, I'll have to open the safe for the check- 
book — if you'll excuse us for a minute, ladies? " 

** Certainly," said Eleanor, and she sat down 
again. 

"Crabs the whole gamel" whispered Satterlee 
despairingly as he and Nickelsen reached the cap- 
tain's cabin. ** There goes sixty thousand gold, and 
we right under the guns with Rattray I Nick, we've 
got to get out of Manila to-night, and stay out ! I 
ain't a-goin' to wait around here for Rattray to 
confess. I'm goin' — to-night — if I have to 
walk I" 

" Walk if you want," said Nickelsen, groping in 
the safe for papers, " I'm going to sail out in style." 

** How we goin' to git rid o' the owner ? " 

** We can't throw her ashore and have a torpedo- 
boat after us. Don't you see it'll look all the better 
to have the owner aboard — nobody'U think of 
Warning us. Wouldn't be the first steamer to 
founder and all hands lost." 

"Them, too?" asked Satterlee, his mouth open 
with wonder. 

"Pull yourself together and stop whining. We 
risk our necks every hour we stay here. We need 
the sixty thousand — can't go to selling pearls out 
in these ports. Got to make for London and have 
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money to live on In style if weVe to get honest prices 
and not have the police suspicious. Think I^m go- 
ing to drop our plans for a couple of women ? You 
don't know me, Ben. Stay here till I go down and 
ask how big a check she wants. Business, is it? 
Business and local color! There'll be a-plenty I" 
He left Satterlee breathing wheezily, his face 
white with terror at the captain's ruthless sugges- |j 
tion. 




CHAPTER XIII 

THE SHIP OF MYSTERY 

|HERE was a shrill cry from somewhere for- 
ward 

** A woman's voice I " whispered Mrs. 
Wade, sitting up alertly in her grass deck-chair. 
Eleanor was close beside her^ but quite invisible in 
the darkness under the quarter-deck awning. 

" Did you think so, Harriett? '' 

*'Hushl Sounds like some sort of an argu- 
ment l" 

The Coral Queen was driving down Manila Bay, 
well into her sea-stride. The city had become a 
luminous crescent over the stem, drifting slowly 
away. The twist of the screw, the breeze in the 
stays, hissing wake and murmurous roar from fun- 
nel and engine-room skylight — these made up the 
vibrant hum of a willing steamer. 

Once more a torrent of fervid, unintelligible words 
broke above the vessel's noises. A door slammed 
and cut the voice off with the uncompromising 
finality of a trap sprung in darkness. 

"By Jinks, it is a woman!" whispered Mrs. 
Wade. 
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'* Harriett, Tm afraid you're nervous. What 
does it matter? May have been one of the China 
boys, although it did sound like Spanish." 

A beam of light flashed over the sea on the star- 
board side and once again the voice, hurled into the 
night like a phonograph, started in the middle of a 
song. It stopped. The light snapped off. Then 
the metallic rattle of heels along the deck, coming 
aft. 

" Juliana I '' 

It was Captain Nickelsen calling, with an arrestive 
quality of command in the tone, yet a measure ot 
caution that betrayed a desire for secrecy. 

The tattoo of heels stopped. 

" Whate you wan' ? " 

A woman's voice asked the question with 
peculiar tremulousness — sullen defiance, mistrust, 
anger. Still, she was not quite sure of her emo- 
tions. 

" Come here ! " 

Nickelsen was annoyed, if not really in a rage. 

For a minute there was no sound, no reply. Then 
an explosive hiss, as if she had spat out violently. 

*'Ha! Juliana is a fool, ^A.^^' 

There was a viperous uplift to the words. 

" Keep still," implored the captain warningly. 
^'Why didn't you stay ashore? Satterlee'U tell 
you — ^" 

** Satttrleef I would cote de t'roat for Satttrleef 
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How he like dat, eh ? I talk to S^tttrlee no more ! 
You t'ink Juliana she's a fool, eh?" 

The heels clicked away forward again as she 
talked. Nickelsen said something complainingly, 
and the woman screamed. 
oil "A-ahl Don' you put de han' for my moutM 
Dronk! Who you say dronk? For w'y you do 
dat? Forw'y— " 

The light flashed again, and the door slammed. 
Presently they heard Nickelsen ask: 
"What did you let her aboard for?" 
" I didn't know she came back," said Satterlee, 
and their voices died away as they went forward. 

" So Satterlee sailed with us, too," said Eleanor 
^r\ surprise. 

" No wonder the captain didn't welcome us as 
Passengers," •said Mrs. Wade. " Plague I This 
Jviliana sounds like the plague I " 
Eleanor laughed quietly. 

" There seems to be a -division of authority, from 
^he way she talked to Nickelsen. We'll probably 
Have a very merry party. At least I'll have a 
chance to see the captain and agent working to- 
gether." 

"If it were my ship I'd have fired them both 
ashore," said Mrs. Wade. 

" Might have been wiser, but if it's true Satterlee 
bas new contracts, he could make trouble for us. 
However, I'm determined to catch them at some 
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dishonest business and set the company right with 
the public." 

" Let's take a walk forward, dear." 

Feeling their way down the ladder to the waist, 
they groped past the hatch and mast to the saloon* 
deck ladder, and went up on the port side. The 
saloon-deck was dark. Forward, from the cur- 
tained ports of the social hall radiant slivers shot 
out when the roll of the vessel disarranged the 
hangings. The two made their way slowly along 
the rail. 

Mrs. Wade's nerves were ruffled. She had 
sensed something mysterious in the vessel before the 
mooring lines were cast off, an intuition of lurking 
spirits. But she said nothing to Eleanor, afraid of 
alarming her to no purpose. The sound of the 
strange woman's voice had come as a relief. Here 
was something tangible. 

A door slammed shut. 

Eleanor stopped. There were voices in the sodal 
hall, but it was impossible to hear what was being 
said, for all the ports were screwed tight and cur- 
tained, and the wash of the sea overside filled their 
ears. 

Mrs. Wade could see Eleanor leaning forward 
peering into the darkness. The sea over the bows 
presented a lighted background to the side of the su- 
perstructure. The ladder to the bridge was clearly 
defined, but the space between it and the bulkhead 



THE SHIP OF MYSTERY 

seemed filled with unstable shapes that rodced as the 
vessel rolled. 

** Do you see anybody — up there?" whispered 
Eleanor. 

The older woman looked forward a minute. She 
saw what resembled a line full of clothing gently 
swaying. 

" Yes — figures along the wall.'* 

There was a flutter of whispers. Eleanor moved 
forward slowly. One of the shaded ports was un- 
masked for an instant, and in the light which spilled 
out they saw a row of heads and a man bent be- 
fore the door of the social hall in an attitude of 
fistening. 

The door opened inward, flooding the deck with 
yellow brilliance. The listener leaped back into the 
shadows under the ladder, crouching at the end of 
a line of figures ranged along the superstructure. 

Eleanor and Mrs. Wade were not in the direct 
rays, but partly concealed by the penumbra of dark- 
ness just outside the after edge of light. 

A young Chinese looked out. He was clad in 
blue, his blouse f rogged down the front with silken 
cord, his trousers wrapped tightly about his ankles. 
His head was round and his cheeks full, and his 
queue was wrapped in an exquisite coil on his crown 
like a flat skullcap. He spoke sharply and stepped 
back to make way in the door, holding it open with 
one hand. 
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The man at the head of the line, the one who 
been eavesdropping, stepped over the coaminj 
the door. He was a quaint and elfish little Chir 
with cadaverous face, horn spectacles that gave 
an owlish aspect, and he had his hands crossed 
fore him, hidden in the sleeves of his black bio 
He wore a round black cap with a coral " buttc 
The door closed after him. 

From inside came the sound of a brusque vc 
with intervals between sentences. This went on 
a couple of minutes, and the door opened. The 
tie man who had gone in sprang out, taking the co 
ing like a racer leaping a hurdle. He chattered 
citedly and waved his arms, addressing his fellc 
who now stood revealed as Chinese. They gath( 
about him in the light from the door. 

The young Chinese in blue held up his hand 
attention, but remained inside. The little i 
stopped, and the five or six about the door drew 
the halo of light and stared, their yellow f 
troubled and sullen. 

The blue one began a harangue in Chinese, 
manner patronizing and assuring. He was ir 
rupted by a chorus of objections. One big fel 
who was poorly dressed, stepped up to the door 
boomed out a protest in a loud sing-song. Tl 
behind him broke out in an angry clamor, as if 
porting his views. 

The man inside the door tried to reply. He 
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greeted by scornful utterances and threatening ges- 
tures. 

"Shut the doorl " cried Nickelsen from some- 
where inside. 

The door was slammed in their faces. Chatter- 
ing like magpies, they went down the ladder to the 
foredeck, all talking at once. 

The two women stood silent in the dark, wonder- 
ing what It could be about and who the Chinese 
were; not seamen surely, and in no way like the 
" boys " who served the tables or looked after the 
staterooms. 

Mrs. Wade's misgivings regarding the voyage as- 
sailed her again, and while she felt a pleasurable 
sensation of having experienced something outre, 
of being for once involved in a mystery that was 
not of her own making, she admitted for the first 
time a cause for worry that was based on evidence 
supporting Westward's opinion of ** something 
funny " about the sailing of the Coral Queen. 

The whole atmosphere of the steamer was reek- 
ing with the sense of things unseen and unknown; 
overside the hissing of the sea, ahead the blinking 
of Corregidor Light, above the loom of the land 
through the soft tropic night like the ghost of an 
avalanche, and all round the voices of inanimate 
things panting and murmuring and whispering, 
struggling to overcome the inclination of the steamer 
to surrender to the sea and lie idle on its surface. 
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Now this growling chorus from the fore-ded, 
this ceaseless shuffle, like the feet of dancers mof' 
ing on the floor of a dark ballroom without the 
stimulus of music, and voices rising in a barbaric 
chant. 

She refrained from hinting to Eleanor of these 
impressions, for the younger woman was immime, 
from the fears generated for one not at home on 
the sea by all the outlandish things of a sea environ- 
ment. 

" Perhaps we had better go to bed, dear," she 
said finally. 

'' I'm going to ask Captain Nickelsen about this/* 
returned Eleanor. 

They started forward. The steamer was begin- 
ning to pitch as it caught the head seas coming 
straight through the channel, and they could hea^ 
the whipping of the spindrift over the bows and fc^^ 
the moisture in the gusts of wind that lifted froti^ 
her forefoot as she plunged. 

Eleanor, now ahead, stopped and held Mr^' 
Wade back. She heard some one coming dowf^ 
from the bridge, and divined a figure on the ladder^- 

The man came down, and they heard his feeC 
strike the deck with the certainty of a seaman. A^ 
cabin door opened and shut, and then a pair of port- 
holes gleamed like flaming eyes as a light was made 
inside. 

The light dinuned. He came backing out, and 
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leaner heard what she knew for the cracking of 
ew oilskin clothes. Before he shoved the door 
hut his face was illumined against the light from 
lis cabin. 

Mrs. Wade's fingers closed tightly into her 
cousin's arms. She had recognized the man as 
John Strang. 

He slammed the door and mounted the ladder 
to the bridge. Before he was well up they heard 
him call: 

"Mr. ChingI Tell that tea party for'ard to 
stop gabbling I " 

A lusty voice on the bridge began to bawl Chinese, 
and the controversy raging on the foredeck below 
subsided to a sullen murmur. 

"Did you recognize that man, Harriett? " 

" I did." 

** He came out of the mate's room." 

** What does it mean ? " 

" It means that Nickelsen has sailed to-night with 
a man who has been accused of piracy, as mate of 
the Coral Queen. I think Captain Nidcelsen owes 
ine an explanation of this I " 



CHAPTER XIV 

WESTWARD HO IN THE GAME 

WHEN the owlish little man with t 
horn-rimmed spectacles leaped over t 
coaming of the social hall door, ca< 
ling defiance, he left behind in the saloon thi 
disgusted men. 

Nickelsen, at the head of the table, his back 
the stairs, looked up at Charlie Li, showing 1 
teeth in a sneering smile. He pushed away a 
box with a gesture of irritation. 

Satterlee sprawled forward across the table 
his elbows, caressing the bristles of his scalp w 
the palm of his hand, staring at the cloth. 

" Told you not to start this game to-night," s: 
Charlie Li, gathering up slips of crimson paper 
which he had painted black ideographs with an ir 
brush. He carelessly counted a few creased bai 
notes and dropped them into the japanned box wh 
the captain had thrust away. 

" ril make 'em give up their cash in the mo 
ing," said Nickelsen. 

" Fm for stowin' a boat and gittin' away rij 
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l)ut stowaways can^t be choosers. However, I hope 
you'll allow me to pay my passage to Hong-Kong.** 

" Ye think ye're smart, sneakin' around, watchin' 
this ship I " said Satterlee. " Can't fool me I " 

*• Come in and sit down,** said Nickelsen. " We 
know you*re watching Mr. Strang, the mate.** He 
gave Satterlee a warning look. 

•* No offense, I hope,*' said Westward. " In a 
case of this sort I always like to deal directly with 
those in authority.** He moved toward the table. 

•* I ain't got no use for secretos,*^ fumed Satter- 
lee. " Ye're a stowaway — we'll put ye in irons I ** 

^* I'm master here, Ben, and I'll ask you to hold 
your tongue,** said Nickelsen. Then to Westward : 

Seems I've seen you before, sir. Sit down." 
Westward Ho, the gambler," said Satterlee with 
infinite scorn. " I always had an idea he was — " 

"Why did you come aboard here ?" demanded 
the captain. 

" Mr. Satterlee apparently knows, and your 
opinion, captain, is worthy of consideration." 

"Strang?" 

" Precisely.*' 

" Well, can't I hire him for mate without having 
the secret service stowaway in my ship and come 
along too? Am I under suspicion? " 

" No one has said you were under suspicion. 
Would you go so far as to prevent the secret service 
from watching Mr. Strang? ** 
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"No. But I don't like your methods. W 
couldn't you come aboard and tell me you want 
to sail as a passenger? I've the owner with me.*' 

** Then perhaps I'd better deal with the own< 
captain," said Westward blandly. 

"Now, now," said Nickelsen, smiling. "As 
matter of fact, Mr. Westward, you're welcome he 
I wanted to make sure of your authority. Can y 
show credentials? " 

" It would have suited me better if you'd beer 
bit more careful in telling me my business — befc 
the steward, here. Naturally, I don't want t 
whole ship — " Westward nodded in the direct! 
of Charlie Li. 

" Oh, never mind the head steward. He's i 
confidential man, and he's already given me inf< 
mation of value about Strang and the Chinese." 

Westward pulled his helmet toward him a 
turned it on its crown, with his thumb under t 
band as if he had his credentials there. 

" I suggest," he said hesitatingly, " that I tra^ 
merely as a passenger, if you'll let me pay my fan 

" What if I refuse to accept your fare? " 

" Then I'll demand to be put ashore at Marivel 
In that case I'll take this steward as a witn( 
against Strang — you say he has information — a 
arrest Strang. I doubt if the owner would consc 
to having me made a prisoner until we reach Hoi 
Kong — under the circumstances." 
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" The owner has no right to interfere with the 
chip's discipline, Mr. Westward." 

" But if you interfere with me you're quite likely 

to find yourself in trouble, captain. I have no 

quarrel with you or Mr. Satterlee here. If we'd 

talked this matter over before we left the dock there 

was every chance Strang would be suspicious. It 

H^as necessary that he have no inkling of my being 

iboard before the steamer sailed. And this is a 

fiost indiscreet way to discuss such matters. Might 

have a word with you in private? " 

Westward had evidently abandoned his plan to 
ilce something from under the inner band of his 
^Imet, but drew a wallet from his pocket and ex- 
osed the ends of banknotes. 

" I choose to discuss things in this way, and right 
^re, Mr. Westward. The agent is entitled to hear 
^hat you have to stay,' and as for the head steward 
^re, he's fully in my confidence." 

" Very well. You said something about having 
ome information. Are you ready to give me such 
acts as you have? I infer that they will concern 

!ie mate." 

Satterlee caught Charlie's eye, and the latter gave 
negative hint. 

" We don't know who you are — ain't seen no 
thority yet," objected the agent. 
< You take me as you find me, Mr. Satterlee — 
I vou were the first to explain my business. If 
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that is not satisfactory to you^ I demand to see the 



owner." 



" There's too much jawing here/' said Nickelsen, 
with a sharp look at Satterlee. 

" Right. Let's get down to cases, captain. 
What do you know? " 

" I'll tell you what we've learned on one condi- 
tion, Mr. Westward." 

" It's your deal." 

" There must be no interference with the voyage- 
This steamer must proceed to Hong-Kong regard-^ 
less of how you may feel about putting in at Mari-^ 
veles. I won't have Strang taken off until we have 
conclusive evidence of our suspicions against him. 
We may put in at a coast port, but it's for me to 
decide." 

" I agree to that, captain." 

'* First, we have Chinese aboard." 

" I observed as much while I was on the doc^." 

" If you'd observed a little closer, Mr. Westward, 
you might have saved yourself and me some 
trouble." 

Satterlee kept his eyes on the captain's face, still 
in his sulks, but beginning to understand that Nickel- 
sen was striving to mislead Westward for some pur- 
pose. He could tell when the captain was feeling 
his way. 

'* I was more concerned in seeing Strang did not 
give me the slip than in studying the Chinese. But 
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you interest me." Westward waited for the cap- 
tain to go on. 

*' Among the Chinks/' said Nickelsen, speaking 
slowly, " are the crew of the Tropic Bird/* 

Westward Ho held the captain's eyes with his 
own, but he was far too clever at concealing his 
thoughts and emotion to allow Nickelsen any clew 
as to his feelings. But the captain's news was a 
decided shock to him, especially as he knew Miss 
Glendon and Mrs. Wade were aboard. 

"Did you know it before you sailed?" West- 
ward's tone was quite official. 

" No. If I had the police would have been no- 
tified. I understand they've been trying to get a 
confession from Rattray. Have they got it yet?" 
Satterlee began to breathe asthmatically. 
" Maybe." Westward implied more knowledge 
than he admitted, a trick of which he was master. 
Satterlee choked and coughed. 
" Do you see anything significant in the fact that 
the Tropic Bird crew are aboard — and Strang is 
matp ? " asked the captain. 

" It would depend on whether Strang is aware of 
their presence." 

" He is. Besides I believe he had Rattray's 
pearls on board — and is plotting with his Chinese 
to take this ship I " 

Westward made no attempt to conceal his sur- 
prise» and he preferred to flatter the captain by be- 
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ing properly Impressed at the astounding revelation. 

"Good heavens I And the women aboardl 
Didn't I see the women passengers come up the 
gang?" 

" The owner, Miss Eleanor Glendon, and a friend 
of hers, a Mrs. Wade." 

" I don't see, in the face of how things stand, 
why you don't want to make for Mariveles. Cor- . 
repdor Light was over our port quarter when I 
came in. We're just clear of the bay now." 

" I've my reasons," said Nickelsen. " To begin 
with, the owner is about ready to discharge me. 
Not at all satisfied — reason she's out here. I can't 
go on the beach at my age, Mr. Westward, with 
the ports full of masters begging for ships and go- 
ing as junior officers. Now if I have to admit 1 
made a mistake by shipping Strang — it's all up 
with me." 

" Do you expect me to acquire merit with tl^^ 
owner by having Strang try piracy while sh^ 
aboard? " 

" I expect her attitude to be entirely different ^ 
Strang starts something, and I save the ship. B ^ 
sides we haven't any proof against him yet. M^ 
idea is to let him go ahead with his plot, watch hin< 
and grab him. I'll put the Chinks below hatch^ 
in the morning, where they can't do any damage.'^ 

"I see. Why not to-night?" demanded West: 
ward. 
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Because IVe had some of 'em up here, and 
Ve pretty mad. And anyhow I want to give 
ng a chance to get caught talking to 'em. The 
id mate, Mr. Ching, is half Cantonese, and he's 
hing and listening, and Sam here will keep his 
open. Strang won't attempt anything to-night, 
sure, unless we should attempt to put back for 
He might get suspicious and break loose — 
before trouble starts we want to know where 
stowed the pearls." 

st then Eleanor and Mrs. Wade came into the 
1 hall and down the stairs. They stopped half 
to the bottom to stare at Westward. The 
3ler rose with the others, and making sure he 
not observed by Nickelsen, Satterlee or Charlie 
mt his finger to his lips in a signal for caution 
le two women. 
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CHAPTER XV 

ELEANOR IS PUZZLED 

NICKELSEN got to his feet slowly, twist- 
ing himself out of the chair, one hand on 
its back, leaning forward in a crouching 
posture, peering at Eleanor. 

She stood still, a hand on the brass-capped rail 
the other made into a sort of fist, the fingers pressed 
against her face in dumb amazement at seeing West* 
ward aboard, and apparently in conference with Sat- 
terlee and the captain. 

Mrs. Wade was on the step above looking ovct 
the young woman's white hat, herself bewildered 
momentarily at thus finding the gambler in th^ 
steamer. But such fears as she had entertainer^ 
regarding the voyage vanished now that she sa^ 
Westward. 

"I — I didn't know — " began Eleanor. 

" Pardon me," said Nickelsen. " Miss Glendon 
— Mrs. Wade — may I present Mr. Westward? 
An old friend of mine. Miss Glendon's the owner 
of the Crown Line. You've heard of Captain Glen- 
don — his daughter, you know." 

*' Charmed, ladies," said the gambler, and bowed 
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low that Mrs. Wade could see his bald spot. 
Indeed IVe heard of Captain Glendon." 
" Good evening, Mr. Satterlee. So glad you de- 
cided to sail with us," said Eleanor. 

" Thought I'd come along an' make sure the first 
trip under the new contract went off all right," said 
Satterlee. 

Nickelsen turned two chairs outward. 
[ "Won't you sit down? Want to see me? 
Steward reported you'd both gone to your rooms 
and the lights were out." 

** WeVe been sitting down aft under the awning, 
captain. Glad to see we're not the only passengers, 
Mr. Westward. They say lonely passengers always 
bore ship's officers," Eleanor remarked as she sat 
down. 

"You look as if you play bridge," said Mrs. 
Wade to Westward. 

" I accept the challenge, madam," and his covert 
glance conveyed his satisfaction with the manner in 
which the meeting had been carried off without 
Nidcelsen or Satterlee suspecting that Westward 
and the two women had met before. 

Miss Glendon had the seat Westward re- 
linquished, at the right of the captain, and Mrs. 
Wade took Satterlee's, opposite. 

" Perhaps I'd better — " suggested Westward, 
reaching for his helmet. 

Oh, no, indeed I Don't go. I'm afraid we've 
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interrupted your little gathering. We dropped in 
merely to ask the steward if he had any mineral 
water. We're both very tired," said Eleanor. 

" Find the rooms comfortable ? " asked the cap- 
tain, scanning her face and wondering whether she 
knew anything of the Chinese who but a few min- 
utes before had raised a hue and cry on the saloon 
deck. There was something about her he could not 
define, some evidence of suppressed excitement un- 
der her commonplace explanation for entering the 
saloon. 

" Very, thank you. We passed a man as we cart^c 
in — he went up to the bridge — the mate, perhaps. 
We've met none of the junior officers yet." 

** Passed him?" said Nickelsen, a little puzzl^4 
but careful not to betray his true degree of conce^^* 
"Where did he come from?" He glanced ^^ 
Westward. 

** We didn't exactly pass him. He came dov^^ 
from the bridge, opened a door and went into a 
room. Then he came out and went up the ladder 
— in oilskins." 

" Oh I " said Satterlee with a little gasp of relief. 
He was afraid Strang had been listening. 

" Quite an adventure, really," said Mrs. Wade 
to Westward. " Rather startled us — so dark 
outside, you know." 

*' Who is the mate? " asked Eleanor. 

iVickeJsen's eyes shifted for an instant with their 
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ir, birdlike mobility. He cleared his throat 
lay, the while noticing how the little ringlets 
r had been disarranged by the wind and fell 
her ears in tendrils of almost invisible fila- 
There was a patch of color at her temple, 
; could see the beating of a vein, 
new man," he said, and after a pause, watch- 
see what effect the name would have, added : 
cd Strang." 

rang I " She turned to Westward, wrinkling 
DW. " I've heard the name before. You say 
new man with the line, captain? " 
^e read something about a man named Strang 
newspaper, dear," said Mrs. Wade, 
uite likely," said Westward, wondering what 
be the result in his profession if women should 
raw poker their serious attention', 
his is Mr. Strang's first trip with us," said the 

rlie Li, who had gone at once for mineral 
was filling glasses on a tray at Westward's 
and found occasion to move the gambler's 

■ 

he the Strang who was with — Rattray?" 
mor was mildly astonished at the possibility 
m Strang being mate, and her gray eyes held 
ism enough to invite a denial from the cap- 

!c was with Rattray for a wViVLt. TVitx^ \^ 
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some doubt of his having had anything to do witl 
the actual piracy. He knows his business as a sea 
man, which is all I require of him/' said Nickelsen 

^^ You must believe him innocent, to take him a 
mate.'* 

Nickelsen smiled grimly and looked at Westwarc 

" I'm only concerned with what he does aboar 
this vessel. The courts acquitted him of piraq 
So long as he doesn't turn pirate with me I'm satii 
fied." 

** Turn pirate with you I You are willing to tali 
such a chance I " 

'' I have no guarantee he won't. Personally 
believe he was the man who planned the Rattra 
crime, as it is called, and is a dangerous man. 
doubt if he wants to get in trouble with the polic 
again. Have you any objection to Mr. Strang's b 
ing in the employ of the company? " 

" I object to any one whose reputation is ba( 
captain." 

'' You cabled less than a month ago to cut e 
penses. Wages are the only expenses which a 
be cut, and good men don't go cheap. Miss Glendo 
We let out a good chief engineer for a native, and 
good mate for an ex-pirate." 

'* I understand. But I wish you had told n 
about Strang before we sailed." 

" So you could have discharged him? Then v 
couldn't take cargo in Hong-Kong in accordance wi 
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our contract. I needed a mate, and Strang wanted 
[ a berth. I discussed the necessity with Mr. Sat- 
[ terlce." 

I " I didn't want to take him," said the agent. " It 
I didn't look good for the line to have to go round 
pickin' up beachcombers." 

" He was a vagrant until you hired him? " asked 
Westward. 

" Starvin' to — " Satterlee shut his mouth with 
a click of his teeth. 

** Of course he'd been down on his luck," Nickel- 
sen hastened to explain, with a look to Satterlee. 
** If you'll remember. Miss Glendon, I advised 
against your coming this trip." 

" Because you anticipated danger — from 
Strang?" 

" Thought of it, yes. Knew there was a risk." 
" Will you permit me to say, captain, I don't be- 
lieve there is any cause for alarm? " Westward said 
hastily. 

" Certainly. I don't believe there is myself. 

I'm simply saying I knew Strang was to be mate, 

and considered the fact while Miss Glendon was 

saying she would go to Hong-Kong with us. But 

I didn't think it was necessary to explain about 

Strang, any more than to bring up the possibility we 

might spring a leak or hit a reef. Miss Glendon is 

fully aware of the conmion hazards of sea travel.'* 

** I don't consider piracy in these days a com- 
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mon hazard," said Eleanor with a sudden smile* 
" I'm not afraid of Mr. Strang, but I did want t^ 
get your viewpoint, captain. I'm rather interests 
in our pirate. Is he busy now? " 

'* On the bridge with Mr. Ching. Call him, i 
you like." 

" Oh, no. But have him to breakfast if you can. 

** I've never seen a real pirate," said Mrs. Wade 
** I'm glad we came I " 

" How do you feel about Strang, Mr. Wesi 
ward? "asked Eleanor. 

** Don't see how he can make any trouble if It- 
wants to, and don't see any reason why he shoul* 
turn pirate. If he does — well, leave him to us." 

Eleanor had come to the saloon with the deter 
mination to order the Coral Queen turned back fo 
Manila. What she had seen and heard in the shor 
time since the steamer had sailed convinced her tha 
both Nickelsen and Satterlee were engaged in somi 
business of which she would not approve, and sough"3 
to prevent her learning its true nature. 

Why had Satterlee sailed? Why had Nickelser 
put them aft and ignored their presence? Whai 
was the quarrel with " Juliana " ? Who were the 
Chinese, and why should they be on the verge ol 
mutiny? And why should a man under suspicion 
of piracy be shipped as mate ? 

It had been her intention to ask Nickelsen these 
questions, and in any event demand a return to 
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5ort. But finding Westward Ho aboard, and obvi- 
>usly in the confidence of the captain, her fears were 
lispelled. She saw an opportunity to learn the 
nethods of the captain and agent, and felt the 
:ambler was capable of coping with the precious 
•air. 

So when Westward expressed confidence in the 
Itimate outcome of the passage to Hong-Kong she 
Lecided to let matters go on as they were. For his 
>art. Westward knew the captain would oppose end- 
ng the voyage, and if he advised Eleanor to go back 
:o Manila he foresaw open hostility while he was 
itill ignorant of Nickelsen's plans or motives. He 
bad little faith in the views the captain had ex- 
pressed. 

" Then we'll go," Eleanor said, when the captain 
got up abruptly and offered to take them to their 
rooms. 

"Bridge — to-morrow, Mr. Westward?" said 
Mrs. Wade. 

" Delighted I " He took advantage of the move- 
ment about the table as they started toward the 
stairs. ** Leave it to me — the joker," he said in 
2 casual tone. 

" I'm sure you're a good player," she answered. 

Charlie Li, who had been standing behind West- 
ward, leaned over the table to pick up a glass. 

Nickelsen, half way up the stairs, turned to look 
back. 
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Charlie li could be heard in the passage pre 
ing Westward's room with much banging of spi 
and punching of pillows. 

" Been over to Bilibid Prison in the last 
days?" asked Satterlee. 

" Yes, now and then." Westward had not 
near Bilibid Prison, but he was most curious a 
Satterlee's anxiety in that direction. 

" Seen Rattray? " 

Westward did not answer for several secc 
being seemingly in a mental calculation about 
cards. 

" Couple of times. What do you think of 1 
He used to be mate in this ship, come to remen 
You ought to know him very well." 

" I didn't have nothin' to do with him. 
cap'n knows him better. What's this I hear 
Manila to-day about him confessin'? Any thin 
it?" 

** We don't believe he's told all he kno 
Westward determined to stick to the role Satt 
had given him — government Secret Service m 

"He's a danged liar, anyhow!" said Satte 
with unexpected violence and a nervous movei 
of his scalp and ears. Westward turned his 1 
and saw Charlie Li standing in the end of the 
sage. The Chinese backed away out of sight. 

" He'll tell the whole truth before he's hang 
said Westward. " He thinks he can save hin 
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by giving up everything — we've told him so, and 
'^ he's about ready to tell the whole story of the Tropic 
Bird from beginning to end." 

Westward glancdd up at Satterlee, who was 
breathing noisily. 

** Guess that's why this feller Strang's so anxious 
to git away from Manila. The gover'ment got a 
gc>od line on him, looks like." 
** Of course." 

* * Watchin' him pretty close to send you along 
this way." 

* * You didn't want to take him," said Westward. 
\^asn't there some other reason besides his being 

0^ the beach?" 

* * I didn't want you fellers hangin' round. That's 
w'>.'y I kept a good watch on shore this evenin'." 

*^* He was hired to-day? " 
** tes." 

** Captain Nickelsen rather insisted on taking him. 
^ '^^nderstand he had to take him — there was nobody 
el^e." 

** Well, nobody else so good, so the captain said. 
^Du better talk to Nickelsen 'bout it." Satterlee 
^s getting wary. 
** Rather a ragged specimen when you hired him, 
^hat?" 

"He was—" 

Satterlee stopped, and lowered his lids, suspicious 
of the question. 
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'* I do* know much about it," he said, and turned 
toward the stairs. 

*' Did you hear that Rattray had confessed ? All 
about it?" 

Satterlee put his hand on the brass rail. 

" What'd he tell? " he asked, and when Westward 
did not answer, waddled back to the table, his coat 
over a bare arm, his face suddenly red. 

" Don't you know?" asked Westward. 

** Didn't hear what it was." Satterlee's breath 
was wheezing in his throat. 

** Oh, I thought you did. By the way, it looked 
to me as if you made a bad point with Miss Glendon 
when you told her you objected to taking Strang over 
the captain's insistence." 

"How so?" 

" As agent for the line you should overrule the 
captain. If you'll excuse my saying it, it struck me 
Miss Glendon was quite surprised — and didn't like 

it." 

Satterlee put his hands on the table palm down, 
the coat squeezed under his elbow, and leaned for- 
ward to look into Westward's face. His brows 
were drawn down belligerently. 

"Say!" he said, again breathing audibly, and 
with every sign of a rising temper. " What's it to 
you how Miss Glendon likes me or don't like me ? " 

" Nothing at all," said Westward calmly, sorting 
out his cards. 
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** You think ye can come aboard here an' run the 
business — an' me an' Nickelsen? " 

** I merely gave you the benefit of an opinion 
which I thought you'd like to know. I spoke as a 
friend. No offense, I hope." 

Satterlee stood up and hitched the coat higher, 
glaring at the gambler. 

" Think ye're smart, don't ye? " he scoflFed. 

'* I assumed the agent of the company would be 
willing to let me get to the bottom of this Strang 
business, Mr. Satterlee. Of course, if I'm mis- 
taken, I'd better deal with the owner." 

Westward spoke quietly, almost soothingly, yet 
his words conveyed an utter disregard of Satterlee's 
attitude, and implied a willingness to dismiss the 
matter. 

" I'm always on the side of law and order," said 
the agent, with a change of manner, and something 
of his natural whine. '^ I guess you know it. Ben 
Satterlee ain't no stranger to the secret service. 
I've helped you fellers out a lot." 

" Oh, I've heard of you — probably more than 
you realize." 

" What ye mean by thatf " 

" Your reputation with us is first chop. You're 
regarded very highly in the service, as a man who 
can be trusted, Mr. Satterlee. Which is why I'm 
surprised to hear you opposed to my efforts to work 
out my problem." 
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This seemed to afford the agent much relief. He 
rubbed his scalp and thoughtfully watched the prog- 
ress of the card-game. 

" Well,, what do ye want to go after me so hard 
for? Nickelsen had to have a mate to sail. It's 
his business more'n mine." 

" Did you think Strang had the pearls? " 

** How'd I know, if you didn't? I ain't runnin' 
no detective bureau. All I knew was what I'd 
heard, like everybody else in Manila." 

" Why do you lose your temper when I ask if 
Strang was in rags? " 

** You sounded as if you was gittin' fresh with 
me. I see ye're an old bird at this game. Some of 
these young whipper-snappers of pussy-foots out 
here think they know it all." 

" Strang must have sold some pearls before he 
came aboard," went on Westward. 

"Huh?" 

*' He was in rags when you hired him, and had 
plenty of money afterward. Have you any idea 
who bought pearls? " 

"There ye go again!" said Satterlee fumingly. 
" I do' know anything about what Strang done, I 
tell ye I If the gover'ment's been watchin' him so 
close, why don't you know that? " 

" I couldn't watch Strang while he was up in your 
office." 

Satterlee drew a swift breath. 
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Westward had pushed the cards into a pile, and 
now leaned back to look directly at the agent. 

" I do' know what ye' re drivin' at when ye say 
that! He wa'n't in the office more'n five minutes, 
an' Nickelsen talked to him. Didn't sell no pearls 
there, if it's what ye're fishin' for. Why didn't ye 
:ome up an' ask Nickelsen if he'd bought any pearls 
— or ask me? " 

" I was in Bilibid talking to Rattray," said West- 
svard calmly. 

Satterlee coughed, and his face flushed violently. 
For a minute he watched the gambler with doubtful 
eyes. 

** Oh, so ye did talk with Rattray. Well, I guess 
fie'd tell ye 'most anything to git shut of what's 
ahead of him. Always tried to lie out of every- 
thing. I ain't never had no use for him. Don't see 
how he ever had nerve enough — what'd he tell? " 

*' Not much, but from what he dropped I knew 
Strang had to be watched." 

" Say Strang had the pearls? " 

•' No." 

"Say who had 'em?" 

Satterlee's voice was low, but Westward knew the 
agent was afraid of the answer to his question. 

*' I'm not able to tell you that — matter of my 
report, and confidential. You'll know about it in 
dme." 

*' Ye're kind o' close-lipped ye'rself ^" said Sa.t- 
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terlee. " I do' know's I care .what Rattray says. 
I'm goin' to turn in. Sam, bring me some fresh 
water. Good night, Mr. Westward." 

He threw the coat over his shoulder and held out 
a fat arm. 

" Good night, Mr. Satterlee." 

Westward grinned. 

^' Say," said the agent, leaning forward and wliis- 
pering, " got a gun on ye, ain't ye? " 

" Think there's any danger — to-night? " 

** Can't tell, with this chap Strang." His voice 
was strangely husky. 

" I've one gun. If it's convenient, I'd like to bor- 
row another. Didn't come heeled for piracy, ex- 
actly." 

" No. Well, I'll see about it in the momin'." 

He turned and mounted the stairs wearily, in sort 
of a swaying waddle, his head bent before him, and 
wagging limply. 

Westward was watching him with a puzzled ex- 
pression, trying to account for the dazed, staring 
way in which the agent had suddenly looked at him 
before departing. 

The steward — that is, Charlie Li — went 
through the pantry door to the galley, sidewise, in 
a scurrying fashion, like a startled mouse. 

Westward picked up the cards again and arranged 
them for a new game. He had been playing lazily 
for some five minutes, when he was aware of the 
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Chinese behind him. Westward swung his chair 
about. 

" Time to go, hey? Put some fresh water in my 
room, too — Charlie J^ 

The blue-clad Chinese did not speak or move, but 
his eyes met the gambler's in a disinterested gaze, 
until the name was mentioned, when his eyes seemed 
to flame with an intense malignance. 

"What are you mad about?" demanded West- 
ward. 

" My name Sam Lee," said Charlie, mouthing the 
words almost into one, his eyes still holding West- 
ward's gaze. 

" That so? Well, I don't let China boys look at 
me just that way. You savvy, Sam? " 

" Ump ! " grunted the steward, and turned to go. 

" Hold on I " called Westward, rising and going 
after him. " How long you boy this ship? " 

Charlie grinned. Westward's manner and the 
question fairly staggered him, and he played for 
time. 

" You go sl'ip ? " he asked. 

Westward gave him a keen look. 

" Sure — when I'm ready, Charlie. Don't like 
me to call you that name, do you? " 

" Long time cap'n boy him call Charlie. Cap'n 
all time talk me Charlie," he replied. " You go 
sl'ip?" 

" How long you boy this ship ? " 
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" Tlee yea' 'go, me go numbla one boy, now first 
time go back." 

" Oh, I see — three years ago you worked here. 
All right. You bring water. Wait! You make 
one light here all night — saloon. Savvy? " 

'* Me savvy." Charlie turned away now and 
went toward the pantry. 

Westward went into the passage alongside the 
stairs. His room was built inside against the hull 
of the steamer, with two ports looking out on the 
sea, directly under the saloon-deck. 

He grinned as he picked up his helmet and looked 
under the bands. Some of the threads had been 
broken, showing a hasty search had been made for 
the supposed credentials which he had refused to 
show Nickelsen. 

Charlie passed the water-bottle in, and took the 
peso from Westward. 

" Keep the light in the saloon burning," he cau- 
tioned. ** I walk in my sleep sometimes — and 
don't come into this passage again until you call me 
for breakfast. I'm a light sleeper." 

** No savvy," said Charlie. 

'* Keep away from here to-night. ... If you 
don't savvy that, you'll find your little self in trouble. 
I'm awful mean if I'm waked up sudden." 

The felt-soled shoes padded away. 

Westward rigged his door so it would be left 
pardy open, yet could not be closed or opened more 
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without disturbing him, and, lying down In the lower 
berth, he found he had a limited view of the saloon 
and that the range of his vision crossed the passage 
diagonally so no one could enter without his seeing 
him against the dim light of the outer room. Then 
he pretended to go to sleep. 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE TREACHEROUS THREE 

SATTERLEE'S room was on the starboard 
side over the pantry. It was a purser's office 
in the days when the Coral Queen was in the 
passenger trade, but the space behind the board 
counter now held cases of cabin stores and a clutter 
of odds and ends. 

The agent was the first to arrive, and Nickelsen 
found him sitting on his bunk, head bent forward, 
thoroughly dejected. 

"What's the matter with you?** demanded the 
captain. 

" Rattray's told the secret service the whole 
game," he said, hunting a cigar from his pocket. 

** Rattray? Say, what the devil are you talking 
about?" 

Nickelsen stood over him, hands on hips, cap on 
the back of his head, watching the agent lick the 
wrapper of the cigar. 

** Westward's been in Bilibid to-day, talkin' with 
Rattray, I tell you," and Satterlec's voice was little 
better than a croak. 
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*^ Then we got out In time/' said the captain eas- 
Ly- " What does Westward know? " 

" Wouldn't tell, but when a secreto stows away 
^ith us, it looks like he's got somethin' on us, Nick. 
Right after talkin' to — " 

Brace your jaw ! " growled the captain in disgust. 

If Westward knows so much, why did he have to 
stow away to watch Strang — or us ? I told you to 
get out of the saloon ! You're in no shape to talk 
to a secreto. How come you talking with him about 
Rattray ? You crazy ? ' ' 

" I'm sick," whined Satterlee. " Le' me alone." 
He leaned back wearily. 

" You'll be a lot sicker if you go to discussing 
Rattray with this man Westward. He'll walk you 
nto a trap. We've got him where we want him, 
md what do we care if Rattray has confessed 
vhile — " 

Charlie Li came in, and looked questions at them 
»oth. 

" What's this about Rattray confessing? " asked 
he captain. " Ben comes up here — " 

" Westward's a bluff," said Charlie. 

" What ye mean? " asked Satterlee. 

" He's no secreto,^* and he looked at the captain 
7ith a confident air. 

** I knew all the time he wasn't," said Nickelsen. 

" You did? Why didn't ye tell — " 

** Spy for the Glcndon woman," said Charlie, sit- 
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ting down on a locker and taking the end of his queue 
over a blue knee to stroke it against the silk. 

Nickelsen laughed mirthlessly, took his cap oS 
and threw it at Satterlee playfully. 

*' Poor old Ben 1 " he said. " Didn't you see why 
I gave Westward this yam about Strang? So he 
can tell the Glendon woman and the other who's the 
pirate when the trouble starts. Why, if Rattray'd 
confessed, we'd have been grabbed before we sailed! 
I didn't fight with Westward for his credentials be- 
cause I didn't want him to know I knew he wasn't 
a detective." 

Satterlee took heart and lit a cigar. 

*' A wonder, Nick 1 Ye're a wonder 1 I couldn't 
make head nor tail of what the talk was about." 

" It looks bad, the owner having a spy with us," 
said Charlie. '* If she's suspicious of you, captain, 
she's probably had something to say about it to 
others before we sailed. Now if we're reported 
missing, or overdue, we'll have the secret service at 
our heels right enough. The whole government'U 
be on the hunt, Philippine coast, China coast. We 
won't have a chance in any of the constabulary towns 
— the net'U be out. And they'll be lookin' for you 
and me and Satterlee." 

" Now ye're talkin 1 " said Satterlee. 

" If you two've got cold feet," said Nickelsen, " I 
can have you alongside the Reina Mole in Manila by 
daylight." 
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" Sink her to-night 1 " whispered Satterlee. " Let 
the money go I We've enough now. I want to git 
clear of this 1 " 

" There's something in what you say, Charlie," 
said the captain reflectively. " We've got the game 
in our own hands, but I'd like to find out what the 
Glendon woman knows or suspects. If we knew 
what they'd do, say, if we put into some port — " 

He sat down beside the agent and stared at the 
floor. 

" And we can't take any chances of any of 'em 
getting away. Lot of people to handle, captain. 
Rattray let one get away. And here we are on the 
run," said Charlie. 

" I'm not Rattray," said the captain. 

"Well, what we goin' to do?" demanded the 
agent. " Sit around moonin' and talkin' ! Don't 
git us nowhere I " 

" What would they do ? " mused Nickelsen. 
" Look here I We've got to keep this party in with 
us all to-morrow — have their confidence and swing 
*em against Strang. Got to have some excuse for 
having the Chinks aboard, some excuse for being 
dose in on the land in the morning. To do that, 
we'll say the Chinks are for San Fernando — our 
reason for coasting." 

"Lotof good— " 

** Ben, keep still. We'll tell the Glendon woman 
and Westward we're putting in at San Fernando. 
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If they're atmous to get ashore in a Philippine port 
where there's a wire to Manila and plenty of mili- 
tary help, it means they want to double-cross the lot 
of us and hold up the ship. 

" They'll talk about it. Charlie, you can listen* 
Ben, you make 'em think you and I are at logger- 
heads, ready to fight. Most likely Miss Glendom. 
will be inclined to take you into her confidence if we 
fool her." 

"Oh, I don't want to do that," protested Satter- 
lee. " I ain't goin' to be knockin' you to these peo- 
ple. Ain't right. We're in together on this." 

" You don't have to say anything. Lead 'em ot^ 
enough so they'll think we're at outs. And you hanS 
around with 'em down aft, too, and listen all yC7^ 
can. I've got to get the Chinks under hatches, au-^ 
we don't want the women to see it." 

" Why not pull that before daylight? " suggests ^ 
Charlie. 

'^ Can't make a sneak of it. Ching and Strang 
might raise a row. While we've got the womer^ 
and Westward aft for breakfast's the best time, anc^ 
it will look all aboveboard. Charlie, you chin the^ 
Chinkies, and tell 'em it's just long enough to wash 
decks and we'll let 'em up again in half an hour." 

" And we're going in to San Fernando ? " 

" No, Ben. We make the women think so, and 
Westward'll keep 'em quiet until night. He may 
say he wants to arrest Strang there, or Miss Glendon 
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say she wants Strang discharged on arrival. If 

don't talk to us against Strang, they're suspi- 

s of us — and the more they know against us 

sooner we've got to clean up the job." He made 

mh downward swoop with his hand. 

* That's the funff shooey, captain! " said Charlie. 

\iid clean up quick." 

**Well," said Satterlee dubiously, "you two go 
ead. But I'm tellin' ye this Westward ain't no 
•ol, and for my part, I'm sure he's a secreto. He 
lew Strang was up in the office — " 

** You told him so," said Charlie, grinning at the 

^.ptain. " He got what he wanted. And you 

irought up Rattray yourself — and was the first to 

•ay secreto. He's quick. He got it when the cap- 

•ain made a slip, calling me * Charlie.' " 

"So he caught it, did he?" asked the captain, 
^ith a self-satisfied smile. " Dropped it to give him 
^^^wething to think about." 

He stood up and looked for his cap. 
" I've had sea-lawyering enough for to-night. 
^uck up, Ben, and don't look so glum. The real 
Work's ahead." 

"You two never tell me nothin'. The Rattray 
talk give me a bad twist for a while. Be all right 
in the momin'." 

Nickelsen studied him furtively for a minute, but 
said no more, putting on his cap and walking the 
length of the room, staring at the floor. He had 
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evolved from his pretended San Fernando plan a 
method to get rid of Satterlee. 

If he found Westward and Miss Glendon to be 
sufficiently assured of Strang's guilt in plotting with 
the Chinese, and ignorant of his own plan to sink 
the steamer, he was determined to really go to San 
Fernando. 

By timing his arrival in the bay, off the little 
Philippine port, so that the first boat to leave would 
put off before dark, he saw a chance to send West- 
ward, Satterlee and the two women ashore. Putting 
out his lights, he could slip to sea again. 

All but Satterlee would believe Strang contem- 
plated piracy. Finding the steamer gone the next 
morning, the most logical conclusion would be that 
Strang had overpowered the captain and escaped. 
Thus Strang's guilt would be thoroughly established 
ashore, a fact which Nickelsen desired so as to ren- 
der his own flight from the country safer than it 
might be with the fate of the Coral Queen in doubt. 

He knew it would be almost impossible to escape 
from a China Sea port with a man so easily recog- 
nized as Satterlee, so hard to disguise, and so well 
known in business and marine circles. 

The agent, though cheated out of his share of the 
loot and left in San Fernando, would have to hold 
his tongue, for to admit guilty knowledge of the cap- 
tain's scheme by telling what had happened would 
only involve Satterlee KVmstU atvd ultimately reveal 
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his connection with Rattray. Satterlee could only- 
take revenge by risking his own neck. 

Nickelsen gave Charlie Li credit for being too 
crafty to leave the steamer, and even if he might be 
induced to leave under some pretext, the Chinese, 
being a customs agent, could betray the captain if 
Charlie were duped, without endangering himself. 
And of the three, Charlie was the best able to dis- 
guise himself, and help, rather than impede, the 
captain's escape. To the captain, in his present 
niood, Charlie was no problem. One dead China- 
man more or less mattered little. 

All this was built on the assumption that West- 
ward and Miss Glendon would believe Strang to be 
•he only suspicious man aboard besides the crew of 
he Tropic Bird. If they entertained any doubts of 
he captain's honesty he could not put them ashore, 
^e had a whole day to judge their attitude toward 
lim and their sincerity in dealing with him. 

He was not so sure of Westward's status as he 
cd his companions to believe. The theories he had 
idvanced were merely to bolster up their courage, 
md he had purposely directed Westward's suspicions 
gainst Charlie to confuse the gambler, for it might 
e convenient, if Westward left the steamer, to have 
appear Charlie had misled the captain. 
The next day would be devoted to inspiring in the 
vo women terror of Strang. He could tell them 
m Fernando, as a port of call, afforded an oppor^ 
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tunity for them to get out of the vessel before a fight 
with the mate was precipitated. 

Within three hours after the boat landed in San 
Fernando, the captain could have the Coral Queen 
under water, and Strang and all hands with her. 
And Nickelsen could be ashore in a Philippine town 
before the steamer would be overdue — before any- 
body suspected what had happened — biding his 
time and watching for some vessel to take him to 
Australia or the China coast in the guise of a mining 
man. 

"We'll have to watch out for Strang," said 
Charlie, as the captain put his hand on the ring-knob 
to go out. 

" You leave Strang to me. I'll fix him, and right 
away." 

" Nick, ye ain't got anything agin me — what I've 
said or done? " asked Satterlee, as if he had detected 
some sign of disloyalty in the captain's face while he 
paced the cabin. 

" Not at all, Ben. We're all in this together — 
work together or hang together." 

" Damn it alll " exploded the agent. *' Wish ye 
wouldn't talk like thatl Gives me the sober hor- 
rors ! " 

" You stop eating cigars or you won't have the 
nerves of a land-crab. And stop this fool worry- 
ing and get some sleep. You'll have to be up to 
snuB to-morrow. Charlie, %o e^^^\x?cT\^ — \a tk^ 
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room. You'll find him on the bridge with Ching. 
Anybody keeping an eye on Westward? " 

"The big Swatow chap's polishing brass in the 
saloon all night," said Charlie. 

"Good I" 

They went out, leaving Satterlee in a maelstrom 
of whirling smoke, rubbing his clipped head in worry. 





CHAPTER XVIII 

WHAT STRANG HEARD 

E'VE run into a devil of a mess, Mr- 
Strang." 

Nickelsen was utterly dejected, 
and his words expressed infinite discouragement* 
The mate had just arrived in the captain's cabin in r^ 
sponse to a sunmions by a China boy. 

Strang's smile vanished. He shook himself ov^^ 
of the oilskin coat he had put on against the thre^^^ 
of rain, and hung it over his arm. His hand held ^ 
yellow sou'wester. 

, "What's the matter, sir?" he asked. His blu^ 
eyes were alight with his new grip on life since h^ 
once more had a bridge beneath his feet, and hi 
cheeks glowed from the sting of wind and salt spray^ 
" It hasn't happened yet," said Nickelsen, gloomjr 
as the dim light of the cabin, which had but one 
lamp turned low. He stood with his back to this 
lamp, one elbow hooked over the upper bunkboard, 
his face against his hand, jacket unbuttoned, hair 
disheveled, brow wrinkled. 

The horror of what Strang had endured for the 
last weeks returned to him. He had thrust it be- 
hind him in his good f ottvitv^, Wt vt te.oirred as he 
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looked at the captain, who foreshadowed disaster in 
every word and look. 

" Not serious, I hope ? " 

Nickelsen gave him a slow, appraising glance — 
took in the blue dungaree jacket — open at the neck 
and still stiff with newness and smelling of Calle Ro- 
sario — the tow-like hair matted down after the grip 
of the sou*wester, the brown shoes with carabao-hide 
soles, the dirty white trousers telling of work in the 
dark. 

** Mr. Ching has the bridge? Good! Sit down 
And have a cigar. It's going to take some time to 
tell you. I've got to trust somebody! " 

Strang dropped to the cushions along the bulk- 
head and took the cigar the captain passed to him. 

Nickelsen sat down in his swivel chair, turning it 
so he could watch the mate as he struck the match 
^nd began to puff. He clasped his hands behind his 
bead, one foot thrust out against the bulkhead to 
hold him steady against the steamer's roll. 

** Satterlee didn't want you taken on with the 
line," he began. 

*' I know," said Strang, shutting his teeth down 
bard on the cigar. The bitterness he held against 
^e world that morning as he began a new day under 
the Bridge of Spain, came into his face again. 

*' You saw the fight I had on my hands to get you, 
Strang." 

*' Yes, sir. " 
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Here was something to which he could ding. I " 
Nickelsen had dropped the " mister " of sea disd- In 
pline which always stands as a barrier between mas- 
ter and his officers. The captain was speaking as a 
friend to an equal, to a companion in trouble rather 
than to a subordinate. There was a delicate compli- 
ment involved, this dispensing with what was the 
right of a mate. 

" I know, sir. Mr. Satterlee didn't want me." 

" Then who's your friend here? " 

" Captain Nickelsen." 

" All right. Then you'd stand with me against 
Satterlee?" 

" I don't stand by my enemies, sir. I do by it^T 
friends." 

" So far, so good. Now Satterlee and myscl* 
never steered a good course. He's wanted to pt^^ 
me on the beach for a long time. Had his own m^-^ 
for your place to-day — one of his spies. I forced 
him to let me have you. So he's out to kidc m ^ 
ashore." 

"On my account! Then I can quit at Hongf'^ 
Kong if you're to lose the Coral Queen! But tha 
six hundred — " 

" Never mind about that. I'll be paid oflF if yo 
stand by me between here and Saddle Rocks. You^ 
can earn six hundred and more, to-night and to-mor — " 
row and to-morrow night — ^if you're Nickelscn's 
mate." 
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"Anything to save your billet, sir. I don't 
count — " 

** You do count 1 " cried Nickelsen. " I want you 
to count, as the one man in the ship behind me, no 
matter what comes." 

*' That's easy, sir." 

*' The owner's aboard." 

** I thought the line was owned in Frisco." 

•* So it is, by Miss Glendon, daughter of ' Fifty 
F*a. thorn Dan.' She's come along with a friend, 
named Mrs. Wade. Satterlee's thick with 'em, and 
all brailed up like a parson to Sunday supper in his 
best duds. He's working to get you and me out of 
the line." 

** Easy enough to get me, but you're different. 
VSTould he dare—? " 

*' He's a bucko full of tricks — what my old skip- 

.. Per in the Western Ocean called a ' trimmer.' He'll 

P scuttle a master's reputation with an owner, and then 

come around with soft talk about how it's too bad to 

sec you go. He has something to work with now. 

I* ve shipped a pirate." 

A wave of anger swept through Strang at the 
^ord. 

"I'd break his neckl" he whispered. "If he 
tells that lie I'll break his fat neck ! " 

" Lie or truth, he'll make the owner believe you 
^^ere with Rattray and blame me for taking you. 
Ajid out we go. " 
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" What's the game ? Insurance ? " f'* 

" Partly insurance. She's a wolf for money. I 
She's been spending more than the line could earn— 1 
burning it up with a crew of servants, automobiles, " 
trips to Europe, jewels and charity. I've read all 
about it in the Frisco papers for the last couple of 
years. So a few weeks ago when I got a cable from 
her, saying to cut expenses, I knew what was up. 
That's how I let Rattray out — he was no goodf 
anyway. But her fortune, and the line, are headed 
for the rocks." 

" Then we all go together — Satterlee and all of 
us. He won't gain much even if he does beach 



us." 



*' But the Glendon woman is out here to make a 
big clean-up of money — and have you and me pay 
the piper." 

" So that's why Satterlee wants to get rid of you; 
to put in a master who'll take an insurance cruise? 

" This is the insurance cruise, and if we aren't lost 
with the steamer, we'll have to stand the blame." 

Strang rose to his feet and stared into the c^F 
tain's face, horror in his eyes. 

" She plans to lose the ship this passage I Wi*^ 
women on board and all 1 God, no I " 

" With all hands. There's a hundred thousai^^ 
or so besides the insurance. Who'd suspect a W^' 
man owner? But John Strang? Ahl that's di^' 
ferent. What would Manila say to that, especially 
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if the woman owner and Satterlee get back and ac- 
cuse you — and me — of turning the trick? " 

Strang leaped for the door and seized the ring- 
knob. 

** I'll choke the life out of the dock rat 1 " he cried. 
Nickelsen sprang after him and hurled him back 
into the seat. 

** You loco fool I" he gasped. "You can't run 
wildl If you attack Satterlee before there's any 
proof against him I'll have to put you in irons I 
Then they could say you're a pirate 1 " 

** But I'll fix himl " raged Strang. " When the 
time comes I'll pay him off for thinking he can let 
1^ me in for this sort of a game 1 " 

" Take it easy, or you'll play into their hands. I 
know what to do to beat 'em." 

** You're right, captain. But you haven't bucked 
the prison lay as I have — all the sneaking tricks 
they put over on a man when he's down. I won't 
be fooled into another Rattray case! I'll — I'll 
murder first, and be done with it 1 " 
. ** Do no good to run amok. Hold your head, 
and we'll get the weather of 'em if you'll stand by 
me." 

"All right, sir. I'll take orders. I'm sorry. 
What's to be done ? " 

" Let 'em put their necks in the noose, and snub 
'em short. I can put Satterlee in jail, and make this 
Glcndon woman run for home." 
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" I'm no hand to fight a woman, but Satterlee — ^^ 

" What does she care about you, when she's pla* 
ning to open the valves in the night and get away 
with Satterlee ? And more coin than the old Queerls 
worth." 

"Money?" 

" Rob the Chinks." 

** There isn't forty dollars Mexican in that bunch." 

**No? Think they're coolies, hey? They're 
merchants and gamblers and what not, with a lot of 
coin among 'em. A Chink lawyer, working in with .^ 
Satterlee, told 'em they'd be deported under the new 
immigration law that comes into effect next month 
unless they went up to China and came back with 
plenty of coin. That was the trick to get 'em 
aboard. They could register and get new papers in 
Manila, but they don't know it. There's the money 
Miss Glendon's after." 

" It sounds like madness." 

** It is madness, or it would be but for the way 
Satterlee's got it worked out. He's to hang the 
whole business on us." 

" Do you mean to tell me this woman thinks she 
can rob all these Chinese, get away in a boat, and 
leave us sinking? " 

" One way to put it, Strang. The Chinks won't 
know they're robbed, we won't know anything's 
wrong until it's too late. The money is collected 
and put in the ship's safe. That makes me respon- 
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sible. Satterlee has a key. The Chinks are all fast 
IdcIow, Mr. Ching stands in with Satterlee and puts 
off a boat for him and the women. We're asleep, 
and wake to find no one on the bridge and the Queen 
down to her scuppers. The owner and Satterlee and 
Ching, and the Wade woman picked up or make 
land. If we get clear we make port and meet up 
with a charge of piracy. Now what chance would 
we stand with your record? " 

** Put the ship about for Manila, sir," advised 
Strang. 

" With no proof against them ? We'd be jugged 
for a pair of lunatics. No, Satterlee'U shew his 
hand to-morrow, after he gets the money. When 
he steals it from the safe I'll put him in irons. I'll 
turn the Glendon woman over to the police unless 
she keeps you and me on as long as she owns a ship. 
To do that I've got to let them go ahead and not 
give them any chance to think I'm suspicious. You 
pay no attention to what you see or hear until I give 
you the word and we're ready to show fight. Until 
then I'm on Satterlee's side — in with him hand and 
glove, as he'll think. Ching's his man. Watch him 
for me, but don't turn a hair, no matter what hap- 
pens." 

" There was something queer about the Chinks a 
while ago. They made a rumpus of some sort." 

" There'll be queerer things. We're to haul in 
toward the coast to make the course a dt^ixv tiot^vcv^ 
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and we'll fetch the Zambales shore by daylight 
We'll be out of the steamer lane, but safer with the 
land close aboard in case of trouble than we'd be 
chancing having a ship in sight at the minute we 
needed her." 

** Then you don't look to Satterlee for any trouble 
to-night?" 

" No. Keep an eye on Ching. We'll stow Num- 
ber One boat to-morrow on our own hook in case of 
accident. From what I've heard, to-morrow night's 
the time." 

" Captain, you gave me a hand when I was beaten. 
I'll fight to the last breath before I let any man — or 
woman — foul me with the police." 

" You're right, Strang. I knew I could trust 
you." 

" For a Borneo clacker, I'd haul Satterlee out of 
bed now and drop him over the side. It all sounds 
like a damned hashish dream." 

** Wait for the word," cautioned Nickelsen. 
" Nothing could suit 'em better than to have you at- 
tempt to take things into your own hands. Then I'd 
te left alone against 'em." 

" That's common sense, too," said Strang thought- 
fully, as he shouldered into his oil coat. 

" We'll put the Chinks below in the morning. 
Satterlee doesn't know I'm on, but I've got a friend 
who keeps me tipped off. But don't find any fault 
with anything Satterlee may want done. It's a 
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rough deal for the Chinks, but it'll save their lives 
in the end." 

He held out his hand, scanning the mate's face. 

" All right, sir." 

He shook hands and went out. Nickelsen stood 
in the door a minute and watched Strang go up to 
the bridge. The captain shut his cabin door and 
chuckled over how easily he had fooled Strang. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE YELLOW HORDE 
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WIEN Captain Nickelsen left Miss Glen- 
don and Mrs. Wade in their after state- 
rooms, departing with wishes more po- 
lite than sincere for a comfortable nig^t, they both 
had a sense of having been baffled and thwarted. 

Nickelsen had summoned a China boy and made a 
great to-do about the lighting of the lamps; and 
were they sure they needed nothing? then had com- 
plimented himself on the fact that the rooms, which 
looked directly aft over the well of the waist, were 
quiet and cool even if a trifle musty from disuse. 

Eleanor understood perfectly his show of oflGicious- 
ness was merely masking his determination that they 
should not talk with Westward Ho. His whole 
manner betrayed his desire for surety that they 
would be in their rooms with no excuse for wander- 
ing about the ship and seeing and hearing things 
which did not concern them, and his curtness implied 
restrained reproof. 

As Eleanor said, when her cousin joined her after 
the captain left, NickeUetv it\t \i^ \va.dL c^t(\& out of 



THE YELLOW HORDE 

the saloon conference with rather the better of the 
matching of wits. 

** I can't see," said Mrs. Wade, unpinning her hat 

with all the expression which women can put into the 

niost routine actions, " how you need give a whoop 

for what the captain or anybody else thinks. But 

I'd give forty dollars and my second-best furs for 

five minutes of talk with the professor." 

Thereupon they discussed his motives in being 
aboard, but could get nowhere, except that he had 
been watching the steamer, and seeing them go 
aboard, managed to be taken as passenger. But 
that was no solution of how he had come to leave the 
veranda of the Bay View so abruptly, to telephone 
there was ** something funny " about the Coral 
Queen, and flee from the telephone with a precipi- 
tate haste suggestive of a harried fugitive. 

Eleanor remarked that but for Westward, they 
would not be aboard the Coral Queen at all, and 
likewise if she had not found him in the saloon on 
most mysteriously friendly terms with Nickelsen and 
Satterlee, the ship would now be headed back to 
Manila. 

" It isn't Strang's being mate," she told Mrs. 
Wade, ** or this queer fuss with a dozen Chinese, or 
the Spanish woman, or Satterlee sailing without let- 
ting us know he was coming ... I don't mind . . • 
but the captain is bent on tolerating me^ igciorlti^tae^ 
and showing me how h'ttle the owivcr t^i)\>} \Na.% ^.^ 
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do with things. But when I saw Westward I jus 
made up my mind to let the captain think he coul( 
go on fooling me, and if Westward hasn't learnec 
something about this pair of rascals by the time we 
reach Hong-Kong, out they go, anyway 1 " 

They decided to share the same room, and aftei 
much talk and conjecture on how Nickelsen or Sat 
terlee could carry out any project which might b( 
against the interests of the company while the owne 
was aboard, went to sleep with the door partly opci 
on the hook, and the wailing of the wind over th. 
boat-deck in their ears. 

When they woke in the morning, the narrow stri 
of red carpet was a pot-pourri of shuffling ovals aa 
triangles of sunlight. The wind of the night ha. 
died, but the steamer sea-sawed over head swells, a- 
ticulate with all the tinklings and tattles of met 
gear in ceaseless motion in a pitching vessel. 

A clatter of dishes in the galley below, and tl 
gabble of China boys in the waist and quarter-dc 
as they pattered up and down at laying a table f 
breakfast under the stern-awning, had roused thei 
Eleanor's wrist watch showed the time to be a qua 
ter to eight. 

The warm morning air was full of the odors 
cooking, and Mrs. Wade looked out to see two CI 
iiese seated on the hatch, one holding a coffee-m 
while the other turned the handle. 

The steamer's stem rose ^iivd i^> \vefXvcv?, ^^tisI 
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But far astern, and startlingly close on the starboard 
side, was a brown, fuzzy mountainous coast — the 
irj white ruffle of the shoreline! 

" Land ! " cried Mrs. Wade gayly. 
" You must mean clouds, my dear, for — " 
"A young Sierra Nevada grown up during the 
night,'' insisted Mrs. Wade. 

'* But there shouldn't be any land in sight, if I 
tnow anything about the way to Hong-Kong. We 
didn't see land yesterday until we were almost in 
Manila Bay 1" 

"Then I'll have to move it. Somebody mis- 
placed a whole lot of hills," and Mrs. Wade stepped 
^vit on deck in a new white duck suit, a decidedly 
S^nerous and nautical collar and a canvas man-o'-war 
cloth hat *' as sailory as an aye, aye, sir," as sh^ de- 
scribed it. 

Eleanor hastened after. her, also in white. 
" Luzon ! " She scanned the barrier cliffs in sur- 
prise. 

" Thanks. Now I feel acquainted with the land- 
scape. Let's walk around a bit. We might meet 
^r. Westward, the captain's friend." 

They moved to the starboard side, under the 
grateful shade of the overhanging boat deck, where 
^^^ planks were still moist after the morning scrub- 
bing. 

** I don't understand our being so close in. We're 
^^Sging the shore like a coaster sav\tvg co?\- ^OTO^jjp 
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heathen litanies while their owners gained salvadcm 
lying under the uncertain shadows of the cargo- 
booms, fanning themselves or gambling with tiny 
dice. 

" Ah I Good morning, ladies ! " 

Westward Ho stood in the frame of the social 
hall door, helmet in hand, smiling warily, though 
properly diffident for a new acquaintance. 

** Come see what we've found," said Mrs. Wade. 

Eleanor smiled at him over her shoulder. He 
glanced up at the ladder opening of the bridge, 
winked warningly at the open ports of the captam's 
cabin, and advanced toward them. 

As Westward saw the crowded fore-deck he 
pursed his lips as if to whistle, but merely hissed in 
surprise. 

'^ More than I thought," he said cautiously, arch- 
ing his brows and looking up to warn them they 
might be heard from the bridge. " Can't talk now. 
. . . Beautiful morning, ladies 1 " 

He looked at the coast thoughtfully, and after a 
careful survey behind, said under his breath : 

" Don't worry ... be all right." 

** Know anything? " whispered Mrs. Wade. 

He nodded. 

'' Sounds like breakfast down aft. Suppose we 
see if the coffee's boiling." 

They were about to turn away when the Chinese 
fell silent with an abruptness that was startling. 
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The yellow faces had turned aft, some squinting up 
at them from undef hands, but the most of the 
throng watching the ^superstructure were intent on 
something below, craningc their necks over their fel- 
lows like an expectant auoience awaiting the rising 
of a curtain. 

Before long those directly below began to crowd 
forward, evidently making way for some one who 
was coming out from a passage which opened on the 
fore-deck. 

Then Charlie Li, still in blue silk, pressed through 
the crowd, wearing a white-topped steward's cap 
which let his pigtail out at the back of his head in a 
curious manner, giving him an apish aspect. 

Right under the trio at the head of the saloon- 
deck he mounted the ladder without looking up, and 
turning, hooked his arms through the side-rails and 
faced the yellow horde. He uttered a dozen Chi- 
nese words in a curt, barking style, as if asking their 
attention. 

Not a figure in the mass of pigmented humanity 
moved. The silence of the assemblage accentuated 
the snoring wash at the bows in successive swells, the 
rumble of the engines out of the funnel, slatting of 
clothing in the breeze and the quivering rattle of the 
festoons of crimson prayers aloft. 

Mrs. Wade, in the hush following Charlie's ad- 
monition to the Chinese, felt herself overcome for 
an instant by a slight giddiness ; the steamer seemed 
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and poise and mental resistance for the meetii 
He was inordinately immaculate in his new wh 
uniform. 

Mrs. Wade was intuitively repelled by him as 
stood looking them over with all-observant ey( 
black, crafty eyes that seemed to take in every det 
of her dress to the last cloth-covered button. S 
sought for the word which would describe him — 1 
pine ; and she was aware presently that his black ha; 
shining sleekly above the lighter skin of his f orehei 
where the cap prevented sun tan, had been treat 
with a scented lotion. She had not noticed befo 
how high set his ears were. 

"All sleep well?" he asked cheerily when th 
had returned his greeting. ** That was the bres 
fast bell. It's cooler aft under the awning than 
the saloon. Shall we go?" 

He took a couple of tentative steps in the directi 
of the quarter-deck, with a gesture of invitation, si 
holding them with his eyes. 

" We're doing a good passenger trade, even if 
are in ballast," said Eleanor, with a nod toward 1 
foredeck. She drew near him. 

" Well, it was a bit unexpected," he said. " \ 
always take a few, but the Taming canceled a saili 
for next week, and along with what Mr. Satter 
had arranged for, we took over the whole lot." 

" They must be crowded — so many! " 

" Aren't they pictutesqu^l " ^^vdMts. Wade gu 
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igly. At times she affected the manners of her own 
opular heroines, always indicative of a spirit of 
armless chicanery with strangers. Eleanor now 
Dok it as a hint to conceal from the captain what- 
ver she might think of his neglect to forewarn them 
>f this plenitude of passengers. 

" I've never seen anything like it in my life ! So 
nteresting ! " she went on, lingering at the rail with 
Westward to watch the Chinese. 

" Cramped for room below," assented Nickelsen, 
matching Eleanor out of the tail of his eye, wary of 
ler ingenuousness. 

From the young woman who had been so forth- 
ight about discussing matters of business the night 
before, he thought she had changed too abruptly into 
neek complaisance. 

" It was quite a surprise to see them," she said, 
iirious to know what excuse he would offer in allow- 
ng her to learn so late of their presence and deter- 
nined to hold him on the subject. 

" Surprised? " He looked at her in astonishment. 
* Didn't Mr. Satterlee tell you in Manila, before we 
ailed? I told him to!" 

** Oh, it doesn't matter in the least," she said, and 
ell in beside him, to walk aft. She caught his in- 
•incerity and over-protestation. 

** But it does to me," he persisted, frowning at 
•he deck. " I didn't know we were to have any 
^ntil the last minute. I thought you Vacit^ ?iSL ^^ 
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newed its brisk chimes on wood and metal. She 
knew the sounds of battens being driven into place 
against hatch-coamings. 

** I hope — they are not being treated roughly," 
she said to the captain, who stood waiting for them 
to follow him aft. 

He had observed her expression of dismay, and 
smiled patronizingly, with an amused glance at 
Westward. 

" The unruly ones, perhaps," he said, as though it 
did not matter. " I know some of them are hard to 
handle, and a little water won't hurt them.'* 

She fell in beside him, and Westward and Mrs. 
Wade walked behind. It would do no good, she 
knew, to interfere with the ship's routine, and she 
was averse to raising any objection before she could 
have the advice of the gambler. 

Before they had gained the end of the saloon- 
deck, Satterlee peeped around the after-end of the 
superstructure, his ponderous form partly concealed. 
He stepped into view with awkward nonchalance, 
after dodging as if he would have preferred to slink 
back out of sight if he had not been detected. 

" Good mornin'," he said, with a smile which was 
really a grimace, and bowed collectively by throwing 
his shoulders forward in a manner suggesting a rhi- 
noceros about to charge. 

His face was pale and haggard, as if he had not 
slept well, and he screwed his eyes up against the 
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sunlight on the water. He wore a straw hat, 
moored to a button of his duck coat by a string, and 
a loop of lavish watch-chain from his shirt pocket 
lent him a jauntiness most incongruous with his sad 
demeanor. 

** I was telling Miss Glendon of San Fernando," 
said the captain, after the salutations of the others 
as they came abreast of him. 

** Nice place," replied Satterlee, and looked at the 
others dully, and went on ahead toward the ladder 
leading to the waist. 

** If I drive hard to-day and to-night we can gain 
enough time so you'll have a few hours ashore," said 
the captain. " Of course, if you don't wish to 
go 

Eleanor turned and looked at Westward. 

"How about a shore trip?" she asked signifi- 
cantly. 

" You'll find it an interesting place," said West- 
ward. 

" How long will we be there, captain? " 

" A couple of hours, anyway, to put the Chinese 
ashore in lighters. We'll lay out in the bay — no 
pier for a steamer of our draft. Perhaps you don't 
care — " 

His method of asking a question by breaking off 
his sentences exasperated her. They had come to a 
full stop now, clustered at the after rail. 

"Care?" 
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said Nickelsen, in a low tone. ** Will you tell 'em 
about it after breakfast, and we'll get the women 
ashore before there's any trouble? " 

" All right," said Westward, and he swung up 
ahead of the captain, in time to see a woman come 
from behind the little deck-house which enclosed the 
machinery of the steam steering-gear. 

" Ah ! " said the captain, ** Miss Solodor is here 
before us I " 

As she stood beside the table, with her hands on 
her hips, one foot forward, her head thrown back 
slightly and turned a trifle in a manner of insolent 
defiance as though she expected to be rebuffed, she 
might have come out upon a stage. 

Mrs. Wade thought of ^ exotic plant which had 
burst into bloom in the least likely spot to expect 
flowers; a gauzy rainbow-hued mantilla over her 
shoulders, an orange waist of native just cloth, a 
pale-green skirt, short, flaring and heavily ruflied; 
yellow stockings and slippers most vivid in shade. 

She was slenderly petite, with a wealth of black 
hair piled on her head and dressed over her ears, a 
silver comb of imitation rubies of the sort sampan- 
men sell. Her bare forearms were powdered in the 
frankly plentiful style of some Spanish women, as 
were her cheeks and neck and chin. 

Her eyes were black and full of fire, yet her pos- 
ture had all the languor and lazy grace of her race. 
In contrast to the grimy ViaeVL^Towxvd. oi cAd ^aint, 
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the disk of discolored canvas hooding the handwheel 
and compass, the streaky awning overhead, her ap- 
pearance in her costume of distracting colors was 
garish and startlingly barbaric — a splendor that 
was out of place. She was not more than twenty- 
five. 

** Miss Glendon, Mrs. Wade, Mr. Westward — 
Miss Solodor,'' said the captain. 

She bowed and put her hands down, with the fin- 
gers out, in the manner of a stage favorite receiving 
the adulations of an audience, smiling mechanically. 

" I am plissed to meet," she said. 

Eleanor stepped forward and put out her hand. 

" I'm so glad you're with us. Miss Solodor. 
We're going to have a very jolly trip. Mrs. Wade 
and myself thought we were the only women on 
board. This is a very pleasant surprise." 

" Miss Glendon is the owner," said the captain. 
** This is Miss Glendon' s steamer." 

Juliana seemed startled at the welcome, and shook 
hands with the two women shyly. 

" I dawn't spik much. An' my clos' I Dat de 
sheep is go, I dawn't know the t'am my haul . . . 
tronki An' I come from de teatro. ... I am 
dance. You entender? " 

" Sefiorita Juliana, of the Zorilla . . . the adored 
of Manila," said Westward, bowing over his helmet. 

" A-a-h I Sefior Wesser I Zank you 1 You have 
seen de Juliana I " 
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" Miss Solodor's brother is in Cheefoo/' said the 
captain promptingly. 

" My brudder is to Cheefoo^ Miss Glendone. 
Senor Satter/^^ is no ta'l to me de sheep is go . . ." 
She lifted her shoulders and looked down at her skirt 
helplessly, with an eloquent gesture. " I feel • . . 
what you call mono? Si, sit Mawnkee in dees 
clos' I " 

The China boys bringing the coffee diverted their 
attention to the table. Nickelsen put Eleanor on 
his right, Satterlee next, and then Juliana, with Mrs. 
Wade on the left, and Westward beside her, with 
an extra place opposite Juliana. Nickelsen sat at 
the after end of the table, so he could command a 
view of the saloon-deck across the waist. 

" Of course you'll come ashore with us in San 
Fernando, Miss Solodor," said Eleanor. 

** Only be one boat," said the captain hastily. 
** Not much room, and we'll need most of the crew 
for lighter work with the Chinese." 

"Oh, that's too bad!" How many can go, cap- 
tain?" 

" Well, Mr. Satterlee has to go, and Mr. West- 
ward undoubtedly will want — " 

** By all means Mr. Westward," said Mrs. Wade, 
smiling at the gambler. 

Satterlee looked at the captain, a trifle surprised, 
and suddenly suspicious of the insistence that he'd be 
compelled to take a trip ashore. Juliana was puz- 
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zled, and said something about not having known 
about San Fernando. 

" I've been in before," said Westward. " I pre- 
fer to remain aboard, and make it possible for Miss 
Solodor to go with the ladies." 

** But we need a guide," insisted Mrs. Wade. 

" My knowledge of the place is limited, I'll con- 
fess," said the gambler, aware that Nickelsen had 
some hidden motive in announcing a port of call. 
" There's an army reservation, an old town, a barrio, 
or native village down the beach, I'm told. All I 
know about is a grass house up from the meat-boat 
dock where they keep sacks of ice hanging from the 
rafters — with bottles of a special brew." 

" Ought to be lure enough," laughed Mrs. Wade. 

"You'll stay aboard, then. Westward?" asked 
the captain, seeing in his reluctance to leave the ves- 
sel a desire to watch him and Satterlee. 

" Don't see how I can disappoint the ladies, cap- 
tain. Yes, I'll go ashore — if the guide is allowed 
five minutes at the grass house to refresh his memory 
about the place." 

" Memory I " declared Mrs. Wade, feigning dis- 
gust. 

** Granted," said Eleanor. " And you'll come 
too, captain? " 

** I'll be too busy. But Mr. Satterlee talks Span- 
ish very well, if he doesn't meet too many Span- 
iards." 
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" I can't go ashore," growled the agent into his 
coffee cup. 

" But you'll have to account for the deckers, and 
get receipts for their delivery," insisted Nickelsen. 

" m check 'em over the side into the lighters, and I 
the immigration men can fix it. No San Fernando 
for me." 

" In view of your objection to Mr. Strang as 
mate," said the captain to Eleanor, " I've decided 
that his services can be dispensed with at San Fer- 
nando. 

Westward's mango slipped off the plate. 

" Ought to serve these things with a bear-trap," 
he said, herding it back off the cloth with a spoon and 
a fork. 

" Under the circumstances, Mr. Westward," re- 
sumed the captain, ^^ I have doubts of the advisabil- 
ity of your going ashore. I'd prefer to have you re- 
main aboard." 

Westward found himself completely baffled by the 
captain's conflicting suggestions as to what he should 
do. 

On the gambler's expressed preference to remain 
aboard so long as Strang was in the ship, the only 
logical thing for him to do in his character as a secret 
service man, Nickelsen had interposed no objection 
to his going ashore ; now that Strang was to quit the 
steamer and his ostensible duty would be to follow 
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lie mate ashore, he was practically forbidden by the 
:aptain to join the shore-party. 

And Juliana's going was opposed, while Satter- 
lee's leaving the ship was insisted upon; the captain 
plainly wanted Miss Glendon and Mrs. Wade left 
in port and planned to discharge Strang. 

The gambler had no way of knowing what Nickel- 
Jen really wanted, which was that Westward would 
nsist on going if Strang was to go, which would be 
conclusive proof to Nickelscn that the mate was the 
)erson under surveillance ; that Miss Glendon would 
'Xpress satisfaction in the decision that Strang was 
'0 leave and so show her sincerity in her avowed dis- 
ike of him. Then by charging Strang with plotting 
'rime and keeping him aboard, he could get the two 
vomen, Westward and Satterlee ashore, and have 
I free hand to sink the steamer. 

** Just as you prefer," said Westward. ** We'll 
alk it over later." 

" I'm sorry," said Eleanor, " if my attitude to- 
ward Mr. Strang will result in any hardship — " 

" Not entirely your attitude," said the captain, 
^ith a look at Westward, and smiling mysteriously. 

" You don't find him satisfactory? " 

" Decidedly not. In fact, we've learned some- 
ling which — I don't believe we ought to discuss it 
ere. And Mr. Strang will be coming shortly. It 

necessary that there be no hints of suspicioa 
]:dinst him, especially at this time Y?Viv\e out vcvlox- 
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nution is incoinplete. FU leave It to Mr. West- 
ward to tell you all about it after breakfast.'* 

*^ Strankl ** whispered Juliana^ looking at the cap- 
tain, a^ast. ** He is now in de sheep ? " 

^^ Mr. Strang is mate,'* said Nickelsen curtly. ** I 
hope everybody will be considerate of him — it's of 
vital importance." 

** Do I understand you've discovered Mr. Strang 
— is reaUy guilty of having been concerned dirccdy 
in the Rattray case ? " said Eleanor, in frank amaze- 
ment. 

^^ Be careful," said the captain. *^ Strang is com- 
ing aft." 




CHAPTER XXI 

MUTINY ! 

TRANKI" whispered Juliana, in terror. 
" He is a mawderer I " 

** Please, please, be careful," said Nickel- 
tn. " We are dealing with a dangerous man ! " 

They saw Strang swing down the ladder to the 
alst, tall and lithe and quick, and the next minute 
e stood on the quarter-deck, the brown of his lean 
ice strikingly apparent between his white-visored 
ip and his uniform collar. 

He paused, cap in hand, and his eyes roved over 
e table, as he stood swaying easily to the lift of 
e deck, waiting for the captain to speak. His 
ce was most serious, his jaws hard and set as if 

were under a nervous strain. It was plain he 
^rded meeting the breakfast party in the light of 

ordeal that must be endured. 
Hleanor had turned with the others to look at him, 
t Satterlee shut off her view, and she refrained 
Dm leaning forward to see him the better. 
** This is Mr. Strang, the mate," said the captain, 
ilf rising. " Miss Glendon, Mr. Strang — " 

Strang leaned forward quickly and stepped to one 
de, to follow the direction of the captain's hand. 
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His lids quivered almost imperceptibly, but Mrs. 
Wade knew that for some reason he was surprised, 
if not startled. The truth was he had formed a 
mental image of the owner as a result of the cap- 
tain's talk with him, and looked for a sour-visaged, 
over-dressed spinster, cold and austere. 

" Mrs. Wade, the novelist . . . Miss Solodor, 
and ... a friend of mine . . . Mr. Westward." 

Nickelsen put peculiar emphasis on his classifica- 
tion of Westward, an impressive and accented 
strength on ** friend." The gambler caught the 
shading of the word and suspected purpose in it. 
He wondered why it was so necessary that Strang 
should understand from the first the exact status of 
a man ostensibly a mere passenger, and most impor- 
tant of all, a status which was falsely created by the 
captain. 

As he stood up and bowed to the mate, he saw the 
latter regarded him with puzzled interest, and an 
interest which palpably was engendered by the care- 
ful accentuation of friendship. It was as if Strang, 
too, had detected something awry which eluded his 
efforts to adjust on the instant. Westward sensed 
a gleam of antagonism in the mate's blue eyes, a 
mental crossing of swords. 

" Fall to, Mr. Strang," said the gambler, pulling 
out the chair beside him. " Plenty of room, but 
Fm afraid I've eaten nearly everything within 
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" Thank you." Strang sat down, put his cap 
under the chair, and as he raised his head again, 
gave Westward a transient nod of appreciation, yet 
took the opportunity to search his face again for an 
instant. 

Nickelsen felt secret satisfaction at Strang's evi- 
dent perturbation at meeting Westward, which he 
ascribed to the mate's recognition of the gambler as 
a secreto. It was just what he desired — that these 
two should be repelled by each other. 

He had avoided mentioning Westward to the mate 
because he knew the shock of surprise at meeting 
this stranger would aid in increasing Strang's suspi- 
:ion of Westward. The mate undoubtedly would 
ask who he was at the first chance, if he did not al- 
ready take him for a detective. To keep Strang 
floundering in a fog of doubts and fears, trusting 
3nly the captain, was Nickelsen's plan here, too. 

But if Westward was a secreto, and not Miss 
Slendon's personal spy to watch Nickelsen and Sat- 
'erlee, his mission aboard to watch Strang was le^t- 
mate, and the captain's plan of going into San Fer- 
lando was perfectly feasible and gave promise of 
>eing successful. 

** I hope you like the Coral Queen, Mr. Strang. 
[ hear you're new to her," said Eleanor. 

** Thank you," he said, looking at her shyly as 
:he boy poured his coffee. 

She realized her mistake, as she Y?as coTv%do\x% ^^ 
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a coolness in his tone. What she had said implied 
he had been discussed before his arrival, his troubles 
with the police, the possibility of his guilt, his condi- 
tion before he had been taken by Nickelsen for the 
Coral Queen. Besides, it sounded patronizing. 
Why should he like her ship any better than others, 
or so well, and what did it matter what she thought 
or hoped? 

She fancied something of that nature was running 
through his mind. And it was hypocritical, a fact 
she did not feel until she had said it, for it seemed 
hard to believe in the morning sunlight that the night 
before a sight of him had roused her anger, and a 
sensation akin to terror. She felt her face flushing, 
and looked at Mrs. Wade. 

Westward busied himself in seeing that Strang 
was well served. Juliana stared across the table at 
him as if fascinated and thrilled at seeing how a 
" mawderer " dropped sugar in his coffee and put 
Australian canned butter on his roll. Satterlee ate 
in dogged silence, gazing at the table-cloth just 
beyond his plate with an air of studious detachment, 
enjoying a fit of silent suUenness. 

But Strang's emotions at what Eleanor had said 
had nothing to do with any of the questions of tact, 
or mental processes which had brought to expres- 
sion the young woman's kindly interest in how 
happy he might be as mate of her steamer. He 
took the words with their own true literalness, and 
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felt a glow of prideful joy that this pink-cheeked 
young woman should be at all concerned with what 
he suffered or enjoyed. 

" I've seen you before, Miss Glendon," Strang 
said impulsively, and then reddened to his ears at 
his temerity. 

It was as if he had spoken in his sleep. The 
words popped out without preliminary considera- 
tion. The boy had just filled his cup, for the sen- 
tence had come so close upon his ^^ thank you " to 
her that no one could suspect all the thoughts which 
had raced through his brain. He bit his lips, as if 
to punish them promptly for so betraying him into 
being asinine. 

" When we came aboard last evening? " Eleanor 
asked. She seemed mildly surprised, but pleased. 
At least, she smiled pleasantly. 

Perhaps she wasn't so hard to talk to as he 
thought! She had none of what sailors call *^ top- 
gallant style " in passengers — young lady passen- 
gers with their infernal cameras and twittering about 
sunsets and silly questions. She talked with a can- 
dor such as would be expected in an ordinary human 
being. 

** No — ma'am." He looked at her helplessly, 
stricken with confusion for the instant by a glaring 
stare from Nickelsen and a start by Satterlee which 
could be likened to the fright of an animal. 

" Miss Glendon and Mrs. Wade reached Manila 
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yesterday in the Mongolia,'* said Nickelsen, with 
a purring suavity. 

Westward knew there was hidden danger in the 
tone, and he knew there was menace for him in the 
situation — for him and Eleanor and Mrs. Wade. 
His thoughts leaped ahead with the precision to be 
expected in a man who could tell how many cards 
of each suit were out in the final play of a whist 
game. The Bay View I 

Westward offered Mrs. Wade the salt for her 
duck eggs, but avoided her eyes, giving her hand an 
infinitesimal blow before he surrendered the shaker. 

" Perhaps you saw us driving across the Luneta ? '* 
suggested Eleanor. Westward saw now that she 
was on her guard. 

Strang shook his head slightly, and was about to 
say something more when Nickelsen urged him on. 

" Where did you see Miss Glendon? " He 
smiled, to soften the command so cautiously implied. 

Strang was taken aback, and seemed to resent the 
captain's interference. He hoped to avoid actually 
saying where he had seen Miss Glendon, for he 
realized it would force him into referring to the 
Bay View, and he had no wish of reverting to the 
unpleasant scene on the veranda when he had been 
told his money was not wanted. It was what he 
wanted to put behind him, along with all his troubles. 

He saw Satterlee, alert and inimical, boring him 
with his skim-milk eyes, fork upright in his clenched 
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fist, waiting for information with an intensity which 
must have been painful. The agent was thunder- 
struck. 

"At the Bay View last night, with—" He 
turned his head slightly toward Westward. 

The gambler leaped at the breach as he might 
leap to check a flood about to break through a 
threatening dam. He swung round on the mate 
with startling vehemence, and cried: 

** You were at the Bay View last night I " 

" Yes," said Strang. " And — " 

" Why, I was there myself I " said the gambler. 
" You must have — " 

" Let Mr. Strang finish," purred the captain. 
This was a new angle which he wished to probe. 

" Let him talk 1 " gurgled Satterlee, and thumped 
the table with his fist and the end of the fork, his 
face strangely livid. 

Strang met the agent's eyes and looked him down 
with a cold, challenging stare. It occurred to him 
that Satterlee was mightily interested in what he had 
to say, and this fact was enough to cause Strang to 
withhold anything in the way of information which 
the agent sought. 

Strang saw Nickelsen was anxious that the story 
of the Bay View dinner should be brought out, while 
the captain's friend. Westward, fought for conceal- 
ment. Whose friend was Westward? He had 
dined with Miss Glendon and Mrs* \N^.dfc* '^•^'^ 
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that what Westward wanted to keep from the cap- 
tain? And was it the fact which Satterlee was so 
impatient for, and which Miss Glendon was so 
reluctant to admit? 

If Westward and Miss Glendon were deceiving 
the captain, Satterlee was not in their confidence^ 
and if Satterlee and Miss Glendon were plotting 
against Nickelsen as the captain thought . . . 

Strang tried it from another angle. If West- 
ward were really the captain's loyal friend, he must 
be deceiving Miss Glendon. In that case. Nickel- 
sen should know Westward had dined with her with- 
out having to wait for Strang to give him the news. 

Was it Satterlee or Nickelsen they wished to keep 
in the dark? If either or both, the captain's story 
of a plot against him was borne out, and Miss Glen- 
don was planning to lose the steamer as he said! 
She was a wolf for money! Her kindliness now 
was merely to mask her real intentions, and he was 
to be one of her victims ! Strang's anger rose. 

** You were at the Bay View last, night, Miss 
Glendon. Did you see Mr. Westward?" asked 
the captain. It was the one point he wished cleared 
up. 

" May have heard me," interposed Westward, in 
a shame-faced way. " I was opening wine with 
some friends. It sounded like a new revolution 
broken out over Cavite way." 

" I believe I did see you," said Eleanor, smiling. 
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She was aware that Westward strove to conceal a 
meeting earlier than the Coral Queen. 

Strang turned and looked at Westward with a 
quizzical grin. He knew Westward had paved the 
way for Miss Glendon's evasion of a direct answer 
to the captain, though she had spoken the truth. 
He rather admired this man's nerve; to sit beside 
a person who knew the truth and attempt to throw 
sand in the captain's eyes. 

Westward leaned forward and turned to Strange 
hiding the latter's face from Nickelsen. 

" You saw it, Mr. Strang," and he put a comradely 
hand on the mate's shoulder, " Now don't you 
give me away to the ladies; rather not have 'em 
know I was a little the worse for wear last night. 
Friend o' mine, ain't ye?" 

** Good deal of a secret, what? " said Strang. 

" Well, one of these things a man doesn't want to 
have talked about too much." 

" Did you see me? " 

" Sure I saw you and — " 

" I saw you four tables away with — " 

He caught Satterlee's eye again and remembered 
his resolution not to forewarn the agent or gratify 
his curiosity. The captain was also watching him, 
leaning forward eagerly, one hand on the edge of 
the table, as if ready to spring. 

" Oh, be gentle," said Westward, and he winked 
at the mate. 
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Satterlee gave a grunt of disgust, and turning to 
the China boy said something about having Sam Lee 
bring his private stock of honey, or that Sam Lee 
knew where it was. 

" It isn't any great secret," said Nickelsen. 
" The truth of it is, Mr. Westward was watching 
Strang all day." 

"Is that your business?" demanded Strang, 
abruptly, looking at Westward. 

" It is," said Westward coolly, perfectly willing 
to stand by the captain's explanation of his being at 
the Bay View, and ready to meet the consequences. 
He regarded it the best solution of the dilenmia, 
especially as it misled the captain and Satterlee. 

'' I'm accustomed to secretos,^^ said Strang. 
" But I don't believe it's fair to compel a man to 
come to breakfast and make game of him." He 
looked at Eleanor and moved as if to get up from 
the table. 

" It's an outrage 1 " cried Eleanor. " It was not 
my intention to have anything of the sort, Mr. 
Strang, and I won't allow — " She looked toward 
Nickelsen, and Strang paused to follow her eyes. 

Nickelsen waved his hand to the other end of the 
table. They both looked. It was Charlie, with a 
jar of honey. He stepped back at the captain's 
signal. 

Strang stood up with such swift violence that his 
chair was upset, and regatdtd t\v^ Ctxltvese with a 
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look of alarm and hatred, mingled with astonish- 
ment. 

'* Wait 1 " he shouted, as Charlie retreated. He 
sprang after him, and seizing his arm he turned, 
swung him round roughly, peered into his face and 
thrust him away. The Chinese scurried down the 
ladder to the waist. 

Strang came back to the end of the table, looking 
at Satterlee. 

"Who shipped that Chink for Number One 
steward? " he demanded. 

" Hey? " gasped Satterlee. 

" Did you bring him aboard to spy on me? " 

" None o' your business 1 " growled the agent. 

" What do you mean by making this rumpus be- 
fore the ladies? " demanded Nickelsen furiously. 
•'Go for'ardl" 

" Fm sorry to disturb the ladies," said Strang, 
with forced calmness, through quivering lips, " but 
I'm sick of all this lying, double-faced business 
aboard herel What sort of a trap is this? Fill 
the ship with secretos! You didn't have to do that 
to find me! I know the Chink . . . tried to buy 
pearls from me yesterday under the Bridge of Spain, 
disguised as a coolie peddler of fruit and — " 

** Is this mutiny? " cried Nickelsen, getting to his 
feet. 

" Call it what you please. I'm going to take a 
hand in things . . . " 
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Juliana threw up her arms and screamed. 

** rU give your secretos a job 1 " roared Strang. 

Nickelsen started for him, but Strang turned and 
ran for the break of the quarter-deck, and leaped to 
the waist, landing on his feet on the brown tarpaulin 
over the hatch. 

They all jumped up from the table now, and saw 
him run across the waist and swing up the ladder to 
the saloon-deck, and disappear forward. 

" Good heavens I " cried Eleanor. " What does 
he mean?" 

Juliana threw herself forward on the table, her 
face among the dishes, and began to yell without 
restraint, waving her arms like a swimmer, hurling 
the dishes to the deck, where they burst. 

" Mr. Strang has turned pirate," said Nickelsen. 
" Keep the ladies aft, Mr. Westward. Come, Ben." 

He hurried down the ladder, followed by Satter- 
lee. The murmur of voices which had floated aft 
from the fore-deck gathered new strength, and what 
had been a vague hum, welled into a mad tumult. 

** What madness is this? " asked Eleanor, looking 
at Westward Ho as Nickelsen and Satterlee disap- 
peared around the corner of the superstructure in 
pursuit of Strang. 

" Strang has surely run amok,** said Westward. 

Mrs. Wade went to Juliana and sought to console 

her, but she pushed Mrs. Wade away, and sobbing 

out sometKing in SpamsVv cYvrcJot^ ^qt^w tJ^s. ladder 
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to the waist and sat crying on the hatch, holding her 
head in her hands. The two China boys drew aside 
and went behind the wheel-house to whisper, looking 
askance at Westward. 

" I'd better go forward and see what's happen- 
ing," said Westward. 

" Are you armed? " Eleanor held up her hand 
to stop him as he rose from the table. 

** No. I'll take a chance. They think I am." 

" Don't you go," said Mrs. Wade. " If Strang's 
going to do any shooting he'll most likely shoot you. 
He's sure you're a secretoJ' 

'* I'll go," said Eleanor. " I'm not going to sit 
here and wait for murder." 

" This is absolutely uncanny I " said Mrs. Wade. 
" I'm sure I'm going to scream if something doesn't 
happen soon." 

Westward was against Eleanor's endangering her- 
self, but she persisted. 

** None of them will shoot me," she said. " And 
all of them will have to listen, unless they've gone 
mad entirely. You stay here with Mrs. Wade and 
wait until I come back. And Juliana probably 
knows more than we realize. She must be ques- 
tioned. If Nickelsen or Satterlee or Strang wouldn't 
obey me now, they certainly wouldn't after you'd 
been killed." 

** They've probably got Strang in irons by now," 
said Westward. " I got you \ad\ts to coTcifc -iJ^^^x^ 
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and I feel responsible for your safety. You might 
get hurt acxridentally. Let me — " 

" I won't hear of it, Mr. Westward. As owner, 
I have my own responsibilities. I intend to take 
charge now." 

Eleanor went to the ladder, and Westward and 
Mrs. Wade followed her to see what could be done 
with Juliana. The dancer broke out in new screams 
at being approached, and tore her hair with sur- 
prising vigor when Mrs. Wade attempted to com- 
fort her. 

" He will keel — todasi " she shrieked. " He is 
mawderer!" whereupon she lapsed into Spanish, 
praying and weeping by turns, and ofiering to attack 
Mrs. Wade or Westward whenever they drew near 
her. 

" She could get rich doing that," said Mrs. Wade. 
" I sure came to the right place for local color, and 
I would give forty dollars if I knew Spanish. I'm 
sure she's saying something worth while ! " 

The China boys stood in the passage leading to 
the galley and watched the efforts of the three of 
them to calm Juliana as she ran from side to side, 
yelling that she would be killed and everybody would 
be killed and calling on the saints to witness her 
woes. 

** Oh, hang it!" said Westward. "She enjoys 
performing. Let her run down of her own accord, 
like an alarm dock I " 
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Eleanor was looking at the land. 

" We're running in toward shore," she said. 
" Stay here. I'll be back in a few minutes. No, I'll 
go alone — please ! " 

She hurried up to the saloon-deck and ran for- 
ward. 



CHAPTER XXII 

CAPTURED 

WHEN Nickelsen and Satterlee hurried 
forward from the quarter-dedc in pur- 
suit of Strang, the captain knew the 
time for action had come. He knew Strang had 
outlawed himself by his behavior. 

Now the captain could rob the Chinese, deal with 
any of the crew who objected as he saw fit under 
the excuse of attempted piracy, leave the Coral 
Queen sinking that night and escape in a boat. If 
Miss Glendon or Mrs. Wade or Westward survived, 
they would think Nickelsen had perished and that 
Strang or his- men were to blame for the disaster. 
Even if Satterlee were dropped overboard or killed 
accidentally, the whole business would be ascribed to 
the mate of the old crew of the Tropic Bird. 

These were the thoughts which filled the cap- 
tain's mind as he ran ahead of the panting Satter- 
lee, and stopped in at the latter's room to examine 
his revolver and give his orders to the agent. 

" Fat's in the fire now/ " said Satterlee, his lips 
blue, as he went through the door. Nidcelsen 
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snapped the cylinder of <his revolver out into his 
hand to make sure it was fully loaded. 

" What we goin' to do now, Nick? *' 

"Why did you send for Charlie? I told him 
to keep away from Strang and then you bring him 
to the table I You and that Chink lose sleep with 
plans, and then run into shoal water. Nice pair 
Fm in with for a game of this sortl " 

" What if Strang did see him? " whined the agent. 
"What can we do?" 

" Got your gun? May as well let things smash." 

" Yes. Then it's do for Strang? " 

" Do for anybody who crosses our bows. Keep 
the gun in your pocket out of sight until you need 
it 1 Want to get winged first off ? " 

Nickelsen went out and led the way to the port 
bridge-ladder. Half way up, his head and shoulders 
through the hole, he surveyed the bridge. The 
Filipino third mate was standing watch, with a Fili- 
pino at the wheel and a Chinese on his knees polish- 
ing the binnacle-hood which had been lifted off the 
compass. 

" Seen Mr. Strang? " asked the captain. 

" No, capitan/' 

" Has he been here in the last few minutes? " 

" No, capitan/' 

Nickelsen backed down the ladder and stood at 
the forward rail of the saloon-deck. The crew were 
busy washing the fore-deck with the hose while two 
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Filipinos stood over the hatch-grating with spanners 
menacing the Chinese below. 

" See if Mr. Ching's in his room," said the cap- 
tain. 

Satterlee knocked on the door of the second mate's 
room, but there was no response and he opened it 
and looked in. 

" Not there." 

*' Where do you suppose Strang got to? " whis- 
pered the captain. " Come round to starboard." 

They crossed around the front of the superstruc- 
ture, but the deck on that side was deserted. Nid- 
elsen looked in Strang's room. It was empty. 

^^ Go down and call Charlie. Be sure he brings 
his gun. m be in my room. When you come up, 
see if you can find Strang and tell him I want to 
see him." 

Satterlee hesitated, dubious about being left by 
himself, and none too pleased at the idea of having 
to hunt up the mate. 

** What ye goin' to do ? " 

" Get along," said Nickelsen sharply. " What's 
the matter? Scared? We're the only ones with 
guns." 

** Ought to keep together," suggested Satterlee, 
quick to detect a new attitude in the captain's man- 
ner. 

** Find Strang," said Nickelsen, and went into his 
roonif slamming the doot ^.ittt K\m* Satterlee went 
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nto the social hall and descended to the saloon with 
reluctant feet. 

" That fat porpoise ! " said Nickelsen. " Hope 
Strang blows his head off 1 Just my luck to be sad- 
dled with him this cruise 1 " 

He stood looking at the door of the safe, built 
into the forward bulkhead. He unlocked it with 
the big key, pulling out the tin compartments, ex- 
tracting from them bills and rolls of coin. These 
be put into a grip and after locking the safe again, 
lifted the head of his mattress and felt under it. 
tie listened for a minute, and hearing nothing to in- 
dicate any interruption, picked up the grip and went 
to the passage which led to the other room. 

There he opened the door of the deserted emer- 
gency pilot-house. The shutter was down over the 
ports through which the helmsman could watch the 
bows, and the box-like room was dark and hot, reek- 
ing with the odors of brass polish and cleaning rags, 
moldy " holystones " and paints. 

Ahead of the frame which held the unshipped 
wheel there was a closet, which was used as a flag- 
locker, with Coston lights and other small gear, now 
partly empty. He got down on his knees and 
reached far in with the grip, so it would be behind 
the bulkhead, holding the spring door open with 
his shoulder. 

Something fell upon him with violence. He was 
crushed to the deck, his head and shouldfct% \?casKSR.^ 
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in behind the partition. The spring door caught his 
arm and forced it under him as he half turned, and 
his forehead skidded on the planks in the loose sand 
used with the holystones, scraping off the skin. As 
he dived forward into the closet his head came in 
contact with the shelf and he lay stunned for an 
instant. 

A pair of knees bored into his back, a hand groped 
for his revolver, and finding it, wrenched it out. 
He began to struggle. It was useless for he was 
pinioned between the wheel-frame, his shoulders 
were wedged behind the boarding, so his assailant 
could hold him securely with a minimum expendi- 
ture of strength.' 

Finally he lay still, in a torment from the dry 
sand which filled his nostrils and mouth, gasping for 
breath and half-stifled by the smells of the closet. 
The shock of the collision left him weak and the 
agony of those knees pressed down on him. 

" Who is it? " he called, scarcely able to make 
himself heard. 

There was no reply. The door opened, letting 
in a dim light, and a cap appeared around the edge 
of the jamb, followed by the face of the half-caste 
Cantonese second mate, Mr. Ching. 

" Got 'im ? I s'y, got the blighter ? " He spoke 
with a cockney accent, and his voice conveyed a trace 
of subdued jocularity. 

Nickelsen struggled again. 
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" I have him. Find a gun?" whispered Strang. 

" Aye." 

" Drop some heaving-line from the bridge and 
keep an eye out for that swine of a Satterlee and 
the steward. Shoot on sight. Hurry 1" 

" Right-oh. ril let it down the trap. Jolly good 
job." 

" Haul in for Ladrone Bay, and come right 
down." 

'^ Right-oh," and Ching disappeared, closing the 
door after him cautiously as he moved away. 

" Strang 1" yelled Nickelsen. His voice came 
from the closet in a hollow rumble. 

'' Keep quiet." 

" What are you up to? Don't be a fooll Let 
me out. What the devil does this mean? " 

" You keep still or Til break your back. You're 
a cool onel Let you out, is it? To beg your par- 
don for heaving you in? " 

" Satterlee'U take the ship I Man, they'll hang 
you and — " 

** Pipe down 1 I've taken the ship." 

" You damned pirate I " yelled Nickelsen. 

" For once you're right," said Strang. ** I'll do 
this job myself. Sick of standing for other people's 
piracies — on my own this commission." 

" You'll pay for this 1 " howled Nickelsen, making 
frantic efforts to kick himself free. " You'll pay." 

Strang checked him in a way that proved m.o^t. 
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effective as a square of bright light appeared over his 
head, letting down a shaft of brilliance. A hand 
appeared with a coil of line, and through the little 
trap in the bridge through which the watch officer 
could give orders to the helmsman the line was 
lowered and the trap closed. Strang set to work 
with the skilled fingers of a seaman binding the cap- 
tain's legs. 

There were more conmients from the closet, but 
the mate gave them no heed. Presently the door 
opened again and Ching edged into the room, a re- 
volver in his hand. 

" All clear sir," he whispered. " Tyt hauled her 
in two points." 

Strang got up in the darkness. 

'' Keep him here until I run in and anchor. I'll 
lock the doors — no, you lock both doors from the 
inside, and I'll call you. Come out if you hear 
trouble. We're in for it now." 

" Clear to the trucks, sir," said Ching. " Pop 
'em — all hands! May as well be hanged for a 
wolf as a sheep, I s'y 1 You're a smart un, matey 1 " 

** Keep him still, and look out for tricks. Got 
him?" 

"Right-ohl" 

Strang went out, and Nickelsen renewed his plead- 
ing as Ching felt for the spare end of the line to 
lash his feet to the wheel-frame. 

" Belay the guff 1 " warned the Cantonese. 
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" That you, Ching? '* 

" That's who." 

*^ Going to let Strang get you Into Rattray's shoes. 
There's a secreto aboard to arrest him. Don't you 
be fooled." 

** Fooled, is it? Jolly small fear of it, sir. I 
know the lay, and the pickin's look rich. Don't 
sling the Chink hat 'thout knowin' who's got the 
coin. We've taken a hand in the gyme ourselfs, 
Mr. Skipper I 'Old ye're tongue, there's a Jewell 
Steady as she goes now I " 



t 





CHAPTER XXIII 

SWIFT CONFLICT 

TAND by to anchor," said Strang, as he 
found the nervous Filipino mate whispering 
with the hehnsman on the bridge. 

The latter touched his cap and went down with- 
out a word, watching the mate furtively as he crossed 
to the port side. 

A few Chinese were still clamoring at the grating 
of the forehatch, putting up their arms between the 
bars in attempts to claw away the iron battens. 
When the pressure from below became threatening 
and the iron grid bulged upward the two Filipinos 
prodded the prisoners down again and struck at the 
yellow hands clutching the coaming. 

The Filipino at the wheel regarded Strang doubt- 
fully when he dared steal a glance from the com- 
pass. He knew there was something amiss with the 
ship, and the Chinese polishing the binnacle-hood 
was in a state of panic. They had been gossiping 
with the Filipino mate. 

The Coral Queen was approaching dangerously 
close to the land. Greenish patches off the star- 
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board bow told of a shoaling bottom, with white 
streaks marking coral beds, and here and there a 
purplish sheen gave evidence of submarine gardens. 

To port the sea was devoid of any sign of a ship, 
except for a stain low on the sky a few points abaft 
the beam. It might be smoke, or a vagrant cloud. 
The breeze, which had been variable all morning, 
was steadied into the south, bringing down heat and 
cinders to the bridge-awning, to whirl under it in 
gusty, intermittent drafts, charged with coal fumes. 

Strang sent the Chinese forward to heave the lead, 
and he seemed glad enough to go, for he did not stop 
to replace the brass hood on the compass, but left it 
on the bridge hitched to a rail stanchion. 

Assuring himself that no one was below either 
ladder, Strang went to the little platform over the 
bridge to take bearings with the standard compass, 
and consulted the chart-glass, keeping a watchful eye 
over the boat deck, as if he expected an attack from 
that quarter. He noted that the quarter-deck was 
deserted. 

Satterlee's head came up through the starboard 
ladder, and as he caught sight of Strang's legs below 
the bridge awning as he stood at the upper com- 
pass he made a grimace of fear. The mate was 
watching him through the interstices of the canvas 
lacings, and put his hand back for his revolver, ex- 
pecting the agent to come up. 

"Where — where's the cap'n?'* he asked. 
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" Looking for the captain with a gun? " Strang 
could see his hand, and he held a revolver. 

" He's a-lookin' for youf said Satterlee, lower- 
ing his hand so the weapon he carried would be out 
of the mate's sight. 

Strang stepped down so his arm would be clear of 
the awning, but the instant he moved Satterlee fled 
with a swift clatter of feet against the iron steps, 
as if he had slid to the saloon deck, and struck below 
with considerable force. He had made off by the 
time Strang reached the ladder to look down, pre- 
sumably having made his escape into the social hall. 

In a few minutes, having the point on which he 
had taken a sight on his beam, he stepped to the 
wheel and threw it over, with a word to the Filipino 
to stand by. 

The steamer's head swung in a wide arc and she 
drove obliquely for the rocky shore, rimmed with 
green jungle behind the white shingle. The hills 
ran up stark and sheer, mottled with scrubby vegeta- 
tion. Then Strang pulled the indicator of the en- 
gine-room telegraph to half-'speed. 

The booming of the surf became more insistent, 
drowning the shrill medley from the fore-hatch. 
The leadsman began to chant the depths, his voice 
growing fainter as they came within the zone which 
echoed with the indefinable symphonies of jungle and 
peak and roaring shore. The ship passed out of 
the brooding silence of the shining sea as if it had 
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cleared a fog-bank and emerged into new atmos- 
pheric conditions. 

Ahead was a great gateway between cliffs, less 
than a quarter of a mile wide, and backed hy steep 
hills farther in, flecked with rocky out-croppings on 
the raw earth sides and slashed by perpendicular 
streaks which told of recent landslides into the inner 
pool. 

The bases of the barrier cliffs at the lip of the bay 
were hedged up by a tumble of rocks, eroded into 
fantastic shapes by the wash of the tides and the in- 
cessant heatings of the sea, their tops whitened by 
flocks of sea-birds which nested in the sedgy shores 
they inclosed. 

The channel which Strang had steered into ran 
parallel with the shore for some distance, and then 
led to the entrance of the bay. The northern head- 
land overlapped the southern one, and vessels from 
the north could not see in until they had passed it, 
while those proceeding north were not able to dis- 
cern the opening in the shoreline at any great dis- 
tance, and then for but a few minutes. Backed as 
it was by the cliffs inside, which appeared to be part 
of the shore when seen a few miles out, the rift in 
the coast was hard to make out even in clear 
weather. 

The same faultline which opened the bay, ex- 
tended to sea, forming a deep but narrow fairway 
between coral banks and rocks. For centuries La- 
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drone Bay was the resort of smugglers hiding from 
Spanish patrol boats, and ^' gun-runners " supplying 
arms to native revolutionists. 

In a few minutes the steamer was well into the 
channel, with the breakers of the northern point 
close aboard under the port bow. It was tricky 
water, in which a steamer was exposed to sheer, and 
the set of the current from the north, splitting into 
irregular under-surface streams, increased the dan- 
ger from unexpected plunges of the head into the 
shallows on each side. 

Strang was holding the wheel when he heard a 
movement on the port ladder. Without taking his 
eyes from the stem of the steamer, he saw a white 
hat pop up, and then Eleanor stepped on the bridge. 

He was conscious of her trim whiteness as she 
drew close to him, and of the color in her face. She 
stopped not six feet from him and studied him for 
a minute before she spoke. 

"Where is Captain Nickelsen?" she asked, her 
voice tremulous. He made a slight movenSent of 
the wheel, but did not answer. He leaned forward 
and searched the water ahead, saw the mate and the 
crew overhauling the anchor-chain, turned his head 
slightly to catch the depth which the leadsman sang 
out. 

" By the deep — nine 1 " it came. 

She looked at the land with a critical eye, as if she 
knew the dangers of such xvavV^iaAiow. 
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"Answer mel Where is Captain Nickelsen? 
And by whose orders are you putting in here? " 

"You'll find Nickelsen somewhere below," he 
said, though not unkindly, yet he did not look di- 
rectly at her. 

" Below 1" 

"Ted, ma'am." 

She looked away from him again to survey the 
land, as if fascinated by the precarious situation of 
the steamer, and fully aware of the skill required to 
steer through without disaster. 

" A master of a vessel should be on the bridge at 
such a time I " 

" I'm the master now," he replied, and his lean, 
brown, grim jaws set tighter. 

" Oh, it's Captain Strang, it is?" she taunted, 
although she was thoroughly alarmed, no longer 
having any doubts of what Nickelsen had told her. 

This hard-jawed young man with the yellow hair 
wet with perspiration, was justifying his murderous 
reputation. Everything about him was eloquent of 
his ruthlessness : the lift of his chin, deep wrinkles 
about his staring blue eyes half-closed against the 
sunlight, the reckless poise of his body as he stood 
at the wheel with feet wide apart, hands gripping 
the spokes and the black butt of a pistol showing 
above the edge of his jacket. Here was a man, 
she knew, capable of the most desperate actions. 

",You think I'm a pirate," he said o^vOfiJq. ^^\ 
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don't care what you think. I am z pirate now. 
I've made your captain a prisoner. Somebody is 
out to rob these Chinese, sink this ship ! Nickelsen 
said you and Satterlee planned it 1 It won't be done 
while rm alive, no matter who — " 

** He said it was you/ " she cried. " You and 
your Tropic Bird crew! I — planning robbery 1" 

" Nickelsen is a liar 1 " he blurted, the words boil- 
ing out from his lips as rage blazed from his eyes. 
He thrust his face toward her in swift impulsiveness, 
and with a glance ahead, reached out and snapped 
down the handle of the telegraph to " Stop," shifted 
his helm and, after a pause, rang for half-speed 
astern. 

A cone of sea-fowl rose whirringly from the rodts 
and wheeled into the air over them, to settle on the 
water astern, squawking about the intrusion. 

The Coral Queen lurched heavily as a roller lifted 
her stern, and her bows sliced into the still water 
before the threshing propeller had checked her way. 
White-topped waves curled from her forefoot, send- 
ing out giant ripples to heave up the hill-shadows 
in the great pool. Then she glided into the bay as 
easily as a toy boat rides the surface of a park pond. 

The cliffs rumbled with the echoes of the propel- 
ler. Birds rose from the mars<hes, and the half- 
floating vegetation which lipped the shores danced 
and bowed as it was lifted by the wash made by 
the vessel. 
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The shore was not six ship-lengths away to star- 
board, and half a mile of water stretched away to 
port. The steamer lay within an arc of sunlight, but 
in the remoter recesses of the bay the serrated tops 
of the overhanging cliffs were outlined by an irregu- 
lar shadow. 

The roar of the sea behind came in like the hollow 
whisperings of a shell, and Eleanor looked back at 
the luminous strip of sky and water, like a vista 'that 
might be seen through lofty curtains nearly closed. 
They were encompassed by the wall-like cliffs, rising 
sheer above them. 

When the propeller stopped in response to the 
jangle, the Chinese under the grating ceased their 
howling, startled by the steamer's sudden coming to 
rest, and the gabble of their voices could be heard 
with a new intimate quality, startlingly clear in the 
hush which had come over the steamer. 

The smell of land — fresh earth and growing 
things and rotting vegetation — was strong in the 
air, heavy and humid like the odors of a conserva- 
tory. 

Strang raised his hand in a signal to the Filipino 
mate on the forecastle head, and the chains growled 
through the hawse-pipe as the anchor slacked to the 
weedy bottom. The steamer bowed daintily in sub- 
mission to her leash, and swinging slowly, turned her 
head toward the gateway through which she had en- 
tered the land-locked pocket. 
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*' Go below/' said Strang to the black helmsman 
who had been standing beside him, and he hurried 
down. 

** There'll be trouble 1 " he said hastily, in a low 
tone, looking at both ladders, and pulling out his 
revolver. " I can be killed for this — and no ques- 
tions asked. But Nickelsen said you were here to 
get money — lots of it. I don't believe that. Miss 
Glendon. And now they'll get me unless what's 
done is by your authority. The secretos — '* 

Charlie Li's head and blue shoulders spurted up 
through the port ladder, a pistol in his hand. Elea- 
nor crouched back against the bridge-rail as Strang 
lifted his revolver. 

'' Get down I " he shouted, and Charlie, astonished 
at this show of resistance, dropped back. They 
heard him call wildly to somebody, and the next in- 
stant he ran out on the fore-deck. 

"Take charge of the ship, Mr. Strang 1 '* she 
cried as Strang started for the ladder. 

He turned back, and pulling a second revolver 
from his pocket, seized her hand and closed her fin- 
gers over the weapon. 

"Shoot! Satterlee — anybody who tries to in- 
terfere 1 " he said, still watching Charlie running for- 
ward. " I>on't let 'em on the bridge 1 " 

He ran and dropped down the ladder to the sa- 
loon-deck. Eleanor saw him in pursuit of the stew- 
ard, who had gained t\\t bAtciv wvd stopped to 
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pick up a spanner which one of the Filipinos had 
dropped as he fled to the forecastle-head. 

Charlie raised the spanner over his head, but see- 
ing Strang running toward him with upraised re- 
volver, reached for his own weapon and dropped 
the iron bar. 

Strang knelt on one knee, not a dozen feet away 
from the steward, and fired. The blue-clad figure 
at the hatch fell forward, and as he pitched headlong 
to the deck, his revolver went skittering away over 
the iron deck-plates into a winch-wheel. 

There was a chorus of cries from the crew. One 
man plunged over the rail, and bobbing to the sur- 
face at once, began swimming for shore with frantic 
strokes. The others followed him like a troupe of 
acrobats, until a dozen forms cut through the placid 
\vater like the spokes of a wheel radiating from the 
hub. 

A fearsome wail rose from between decks. 

From under the bridge Eleanor heard Satterlee 
roaring something to Strang, and, leaning over the 
rail, she saw the agent swiftly throw up his revolver 
and point it at Strang, who had turned and was com- 
ing back. 

" Stop 1 " she screamed. " Don't you shoot 1 " 
and shook the revolver at the agent, who did not 
look up. 

She saw a slender puff of smoke and a red tongue 
issue from Satterlee's revolver. Her O'^w ^ta-^OT^N 
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exploding in her hand, leaped from her fingers and 
fell down to the fore-deck. 

Through the bitter smoke which blew back into 
her face, she saw Strang stand straight and stiff, 
lean back and sway dizzily, clutching at his breast 
He threw one hand high in the air and fired his re- 
volver into the sky and toppled over backward. 

Eleanor kept her eye on the white figure of the 
mate, lying still with outstretched arms. She was 
conscious of the drone of steam from the whistle 
valve, and the pleasant gurgle of water discharging 
from the steamer's side. Then she heard Satterke, 
cursing in mad fury, calling to Nickelsen. 




CHAPTER XXIV 

« DEAD MEN'S DOLLARS " 

R. STRANG!" 

Eleanor shouted to the fore-deck. 
But the mate did not move. 

Now the Chinese renewed their screaming and 
ilawed furiously at the bars of the hatch-grating in 
I new onslaught to break out. The swimming 
Chinese and Filipinos were shouting in terror, and 
ibove the uproar Satterlee could be heard below 
Peking and pounding on the captain's door while he 
gelled hoarsely. 

Eleanor heard Mrs. Wade from somewhere aft 
calling to her. She answered, though faintly, and 
started to the starboard ladder. Satterlee, a revol- 
jrer in his hand, was tugging at the ring of Nickel- 
jen's cabin door. 

He ran aft to meet Westward, Mrs. Wade and 
[uliana. 

" Down there ! " he bellowed at them, pointing to 
the social hall. 

"Where's Miss Glendon?" cried Westward. 

" In the saloon ! Get below 1 " He spread out 
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his arms and barred their way, and shoved West- 
ward to the social hall. 

Eleanor shouted that she was on the bridge, but 
her voice was lost in the uproar, and she saw Mrs. 
Wade run into the social hall, followed by Juliana. 

Westward paused and attempted to speak to Sat- 
terlee, but the agent kept yelling to him that Miss 
Glendon was below, and thrust him through the 
door, with a menacing lifting of his revolver. Then 
he ran back to the captain's cabin, at the foot of the 
bridge-ladder, and as he reached it, Mr. Ching 
stepped out. 

" Strang ! Strang 1 Where — ? " 

Just as the Cantonese cleared the door, he saw 
Satterlee, and whipped up his revolver, but before 
he could aim, the agent fired twice so quickly that 
the reports were merged almost into one. 

Ching stepped back and turned. His heels 
struck the coaming and he doubled backward into 
the cabin, falling so his feet remained hanging over 
the polished brasswork of the lower board, his shoes 
beating a lively tattoo for a minute, like the legs of 
an automaton which kept running after it had been 
upset. Satterlee leaped over him with a cry, and 
Eleanor heard Nickelsen's voice : 

" In the wheelhouse, Ben ! In here 1 A knife 1 " 

She ran down the ladder and past the motionless 
feet of Ching, looking queer, with the toes straight 
out and the stocking down over the tops of the 
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canvas shoes so his ankles showed under the frayed 
bottoms of his white trousers. 

Stifled shouts came from the inner room, and 
down aft she saw a group of black stokers about the 
door of the fiddley staring helplessly, not knowing 
what had happened, and pointing to the fellows who 
were floundering ashore among the bushes on the 
bank. 

Running into the social hall, she saw Westward 
coming up, and lifting the hook which held the door 
open, she slammed it shut and sought for a key in 
the lock or some device by which it could be secured. 

"What's happened?" demanded Westward, 
breathless. 

'* They've killed Strang I " she moaned. " Look 
out I Nickelsen and Satterlee — they are the 
pirates ! " 

Mrs. Wade ran up, and Juliana came crawling up 
the stairs, crying in a monotonous whine, as the door 
was pushed open violently. Nickelsen, his fore- 
head torn above his left eye, ear and cheek covered 
with blood, and his dirty jacket streaked with long 
red lines, staggered in, Satterlee behind him, revolver 
in hand. 

Juliana, with an endearing cry of sympathy, ran to 
the captain, but he motioned her away, and backed 
up against the forward bulkhead with such force 
that his shoulders shattered the glass over a framed 
inspection certificate. Steadying Vvvmst\i,\vt.\itxvOcL\^ 
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head forward and shook it, like a dog which had 
come from the water. 

" Git back! " shouted Satterlee as Westward ap- 
proached him, plamiing to disarm him. The agent 
lifted his revolver, and Mrs. Wade screamed, pull- 
ing Eleanor back to the divan so she would be out 
of danger. 

'' What's the trouble ? '' asked the gambler quietly. 
*' Do you have to use weapons with us? Do you 
intend to shoot these women? " 

"Look out for him!" cried Eleanor. "He 
killed Strang and the Chinese mate I " 

'' Oho I '' said Nickelsen, lifting his shoulders as 
he straightened up, the bits of broken glass tinkling 
down to the strip of deck outside the edge of red 
carpet. "That's how the land lays, hey? The 
owner's — " 

"Put your hands up!" warned Satterlee, and 
when the gambler raised his arms over his head he 
slapped his pockets in search of weapons. 

" I protest against these ladies being menaced 
with weapons," said the gamjbler. " I have no 
arms. ' 

" Git over there in the corner and stay there," 
said Satterlee, and as Westward obeyed, the agent 
ranged himself alongside the captain, his face scarlet. 
He dropped the cylinder of the revolver Into a palm, 
dug out three shells with his thumbnail, blew into 
the chambers and reloaded NvvtK cartridges from his 
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pocket. Then he wiped greasy fingers across the 
front of his shirt and stood glowering at them. 

" What did you tell Strang about me ? " demanded 
Eleanor. ** My wanting money — robbery — " 

" Hush, dear I This is no time — " 

" This is the time 1 " cried the captain, his left 
eye shut against the trickle from his forehead. 
*' Strang took the ship — if the owner wants to stand 
in with pirates and come snealdng aboard with spies 
— we'll get at the bottom of things now! Give 
me the gun, Ben. Get Ching's, and take a look see 
f or'ard — the black-gang. Now, then " — as the 
agent surrendered the revolver and went out — " ye 
all think ye' re smart, you and this Westward 1 " 

" Oh, pobre, pobre, capitan miol " wailed Juliana, 
holding a dainty handkerchief toward him. 

*' Keep clear 1 " shouted Nickelsen, " I don't 
want your blasted noise, I sayl " red bubbles form- 
ing in the corner of his mouth. He sat down on the 
cushions inside the door, the revolver held across 
his knees. 

*' Westward, you knew these women before you 
come aboard 1 " 

" Is it any crime? " asked the gambler. 

" You introduced Mr. Westward as your 
friend 1 " flared Eleanor. " You began with deceit 
and lying — filled the ship with Chinese, tried to 
keep us from coming, and when we did, mystified aad 
terrorized us from the start — Sttatvft atw\ ?Kl oV \x^. 
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What's your purpose, sir? It's time you showed 
your colors, Captain Nickelsen. Any men dead — " 

" So you've seen blood on your decks and want to 
know why, my lady 1 I've sweat blood for you four- 
teen years, and seen men die in your service aplenty. 
First time you've ever asked about dead men — 
profits, that was what you wanted — you and your 
father before ye 1 " 

"Captain Nickelsen!" She stood up with 
clenched fists. 

" Let him have his say," suggested Westward 
calmly, edging nearer the door by degrees and hop- 
ing for a favorable chance to attack the captain. 
He knew nothing would be gained by Eleanor's draw- 
ing his wrath, and Nickelsen was in no mood for be- 
ing harried. 

** Sit down ! I'll have my say, never you fear. 
Westward! I've wrung money out of this old tub 
and risked my life a hundred times so this young 
lady could live in style. And she came out here to 
dump me ashore like an old winch that has gone to 
scrap ! " 

"And how about honesty. Captain Nickelsen? 
Is this the way you've been running my business — 
you and Satterlee?" 

" Honesty ! " he sneered. " Never any question 
about honesty as long as you got yours, was there? 
You've had many a dollar of kum-shaw, and glad 
enough to take it, so lotvg 2ls 1 ka^t tlus old packet 
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earning 1 That's all Tweedles asked — earnings! 
All you asked — earnings 1 Honest earnings ? He 
knew, and you knew, honest earnings couldn't be 
made, what with fast boats on our runs ! Gave all 
your skippers new engines; but Nickelsen — earn or 
get out I Oh, it's easy enough to write cables — " 

"Be careful!" she warned. "Be careful what 
you say about kum-shawl No one ever told you to 
do a dishonest business, neither Mr. Tweedles nor 
myself! I don't want dirty money, or money with 
blood on it." 

" I'll say what I damn please ! " he raged. " I've 
sweated and fought for your rotten dollars — for 
my share of the Glendon fortune. I come up from 
stinking forecastle, to command. Nobody helped 
me make a gentleman of myself, I'll tell you that I 
I've read the Frisco papers — the fine lady you've 
been, with a big house and servants and charities, 
jewels and clothes, and me in typhoons, and dodg- 
ing reefs! Dead men! Here ye are, white as a 
swordfish at a couple of dead Chinks and this pirate 
Strang! Why, the China Sea's double-bottomed 
with dead men who gave their lives for Glendoa 
dollars and — " 

" You talk to me like this ! " she cried, her eyes, 
filling with tears, flaming with an anger which made 
her feel weak and surmounted her terror. " Yoa 
dare say my money came from such things ! " 

" It seems to me, captain," savd^e^t^^Lt^^'^'' ^^x 
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after all," said Eleanor, smiling wanly, and shrug- 
ging her shoulders. "At least, you don't turn 
honest men into pirates as he says I do/' 

"Or honest men on the beach after giving half 
their lives in your service," sneered Nickelsen. 
" ril show the lot o' ye what it means to be cast 
adrift to take yere chances for your lives — the 
ivhole lot 1 " 

He swung his arm round in an all-inclusive arc. 

" For me 1 " cried Juliana, staring into his face 
in surprise. " For me, tambien? '' 

" Yes, you 1 " he replied, without turning to look 
-at her. " Who asked you to quit your dancing and 
come sailing here?" 

" To me you talk — ? " she broke out in Spanish. 

" I'm done with ye I " he said. 

" My heart, my love," she wailed. "Juliana will 
go with her captain 1 No, no, you ain' go'n to leave 
Juliana for die. ..." 

" Get away from me 1 " he snarled, and as she 
held out her arms to him imploringly, he turned the 
revolver toward her. 

She tossed her head back and looked at him from 
under lowered lids. 

" Me I " she screamed. " You let me go . . . 
to de agua for die? " 

She began another tirade of Spanish, but Nickel- 
sen gave her no heed, as he was listening to move- 
ments out on deck altKougK K^ did not move 
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vestigate. He watched Westward, suspicious of 
him. 

" Throw her out," he said to the gambler, when 
she began to whimper. 

Juliana launched herself upon the captain in a 
fury, and grabbed his revolver arm. He threw the 
weapon up as he fell back on the cushions, and strove 
to get the muzzle against her. He fired. The bul- 
let went through the skylight, and a sheet of colored 
glass came down to shatter into bits on the carpet, 
letting in a triangular beam of sunlight. 

There was a rush of feet overhead on the boat- 
deck, and the pounding of chocks, the blows of blocks 
falling. Satterlee's voice boomed out above the ex- 
cited cries of the Filipinos, cursing at them. 

Then came two shots amid a panic of wild yells. 

Westward leaped to Juliana's assistance, and 
struggled with Nickelsen in silence for a minute, 
amid the whining chafe of boatfalls and the squeak 
of tackles. 



CHAPTER XXV 

FAT YUEN'S PEARLS 

WESTWARD HO wrenched the revolver 
from Nickelsen's hand, and grasping 
his throat with both hands hurled him 
back against the bulkhead. The captain moaned 
and lay still. 

The gambler relinquished his hold and stood over 
the captain panting, taking a hurried look at the re- 
volver. 

There was wild confusion outside, on the boat 
deck and overside as the boats were lowered. The 
Filipinos were shouting like madmen as they rattled 
oars amid great splashes, gunwales thumped along 
the hull, and Satterlee crying out, now pleading, now 
threatening and calling them cowards. 

" So 1 " spluttered Juliana, striking an attitude 
over the captain and folding her arms. " So I For 
me de Chinos, eh ? You say it to me, I say it to you 1 
Ha! Of de perlas I know, of Ratt-a-ray I know! 
For me de Chinos, you t'ink dat, eh ? " 

The captain did not answer or open his eyes. 
He lay back on the cushions, his feet hanging limply 
over the end of the seat close to the open door. 
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Eleanor and Mrs. Wade drew near, peering into 
Nickelsen's face, fearing he was dead. 

" Cords 1 Off the curtains 1 " said Westward, and 
he reached up to a porthole with one hand and 
pulled down the heavy loop which held the green 
hangings away from the circular glass. Mrs. Wade 
and Eleanor went about the task of pulling others 
from the fixtures. 

Nickelsen opened his eyes and looked at Juliana 
and put out a hand pleadingly. 

" Juliana 1 I love you 1 Help me 1 " he gasped, 
and whispered something in Spanish as she bent 
down to listen. 

"None of thatl" warned Westward, springing 
forward and clapping his hand over the captain's 
mouth. ** Shut the doors, or we'll have Satterlee 
taking a shot — " 

" Take care 1 " cried Eleanor, and she threw her- 
self forward to protect the gambler just as Juliana 
leaped on him with the fury of a panther and, claw- 
ing and scratching, attempted to drag Westward 
away from the captain. 

" Don' you do dat 1 " she screamed. " I lofe de 
capitanf Don' you — " 

Her attack was so sudden and unexpected that 
Westward fell sidewise away from Nickelsen, and 
being concerned that he did not fire the revolver at 
random, or lose it in the melee, was not prompt in 
protecting himself from Juliana. 
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Mrs. Wade and Eleanor struggled to pull her 
free from Westward, and before the gambler could 
get to his feet Nickelsen had escaped through the 
door. 

Running out on the saloon deck in pursuit, he 
espied Satterlee over the rail some twenty feet abaft 
the social hall door, standing in a boat, lowering 
away with the Filipino chief engineer. The boat 
was swinging from the davits overhead, the agent 
in the bows. 

'* Ben I Give me a gun I " cried the captain, run- 
ning toward him. 

" Come on 1 " yelled Satterlee. 

'^ You blasted dog of a coward I Hand me a 
gunl" 

Nickelsen reached over the rail, and Satterlee 
clung to the falls with one hand, reaching to his 
pocket with the other. 

"Drop it I Drop that revolver I" shouted 
Westward, and threw his own up to fire. 

" Don't shoot 1 " pleaded Eleanor from the door- 
way. ** We are well rid of them I " 

Satterlee, instead of handing the weapon to the 
captain, fired at Westward. The bullet struck 
beyond him in the superstructure with a splintering 
crash, the aim being ruined by the swaying of the 
boat. 

Westward held his fire, waiting to see if the cap- 
tain would get the revolver, and determined to shoot 

276 



FAT YUEN'S PEARLS 

Nickelsen. He waved Eleanor into the door, tell- 
ing her to keep out of danger. 

" Come on, cap'nl Git in! " yelled Satterlee. 

Nickelsen, enraged by the agent's delay in hand- 
ing over the weapon, climbed up the rail and leaned 
over to reach for the pistol. He lost his balance 
and tumbled headlong into the boat at Satterlee's 
feet, and, crying to the engineer to let go, Satter- 
lee lowered away speedily, letting the boat go on 
the run so it dropped with a prodigious splash. 
Presently the falls swung loosely as the blocks were 
unshipped. 

Westward started for the rail to fire down upon 
them, but Eleanor shouted to him from the door : 

" Let them go ! " 

Westward looked over and saw the engineer and 
Satterlee pushing the boat aft along the freeboard 
with oars, the captxin lying in the bottom, evidently 
badly hurt, though seemingly making struggles to 
get up. 

" There's been shooting enough as it is. Let 
them go," pleaded Eleanor. So more out of consid- 
eration of the fact that his pistol held but three 
more cartridges, than from merciful motives, West- 
ward refrained from resuming the attack. 

** It's a pity to let 'em get away," said Westward. 
*' Unless Nickelsen is badly injured by his fall he'll 
come back." 

There were three other boats well clear of the 
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steamer, loaded with Filipino stokers and the 
Chinese messboys, the latter easily distinguishable 
by their white coats. They were all rowing for 
shore in frantic haste and much hampered in their 
work by the crowding of the boats. 

The steamer had swung full round at her anchor 
so her head lay to the entrance of the bay, the nearer 
shore on the port side. Two other boats which had 
been launched from the other side were pulling away 
astern for the farther shore, and It was in this direc- 
tion that Satterlee and the engineer now rowed as 
they got their boat clear of the counter. 

The crew ashore shouted directions and encour- 
agement to the rowers who were making for them, 
and stood among the driftwood and floating vines, 
waistdeep in the water, pleading to their fellows to 
take them off. 

" The vixen 1 " exclaimed W» vward, as he turned 
in at the social hall and saw Juliana glaring at them 
from the corner of the room, her hair over her 
shoulders. She held the two parts of a broken comb 
in her hand, and cast malevolent glances at Mrs. 
Wade, who had subdued her. 

"Gone?" asked Mrs. Wade. "Thank heaven 
you didn't get shot! " 

" Yes, but we're not done with 'em by any means. 
Here you I " 

Juliana had started for the door when she under- 
stood Nickelsen had left the steamer. She stopped, 
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in fear of the gambler, but looked at him scornfully. 

" You behave yourself, Juliana, or I'll lock you 
up 1 Go down in the saloon 1 Sigue! '' 

She turned to the stairs with a contemptuous sniff. 

** Hello I " cried Mrs. Wade, and they looked 
down to see a wizened little old Chinaman in a 
white coat, half up the stairs, regarding them with 
stolid countenance. Westward laughed. 

" Sinbad, the sailor 1 Who are you I " 

" Me cook," he said, with a trace of a smile. 
*' Moocha bom bom." 

" Tea for four," said Westward. " I've got to 
look after those Chinese right away, but we'd better 
get below first. Go on, Juliana I " 

She hesitated, scanning Westward's face doubt- 
fully. 

" De capitan — is die? " She was on the verge 
of breaking into tears. 

" No, he's all right. Like to go along with him? 
You'd better forget the captain." 

She looked at him in puzzlement, and with a ten- 
tative effort to pile up her hair, preceded them 
down the stairs. 

** Juliana deserves some credit," said Mrs. Wade. 
" She at least helped us get rid of the captain — even 
if she did scratch my neck." 

" But how did this start ? And where did you 
come from — where were you when we came in? " 
Westward asked Eleanor. 
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" From the bridge. I found Strang there steer- 
ing in — Nickelsen had lied to him about me, but he 
knew the captain and Satterlee were up to mischief. 
He had the captain a prisoner in his room. I 
thought for a few minutes all we'd heard of Mr. 
Strang was true. The poor fellow was positively 
savage. 

** He handed me a revolver and told me to look 
out for myself — then the steward tried to come up, 
and Strang drove him down. I told him to take 
charge of the ship. The steward tried to let the 
Chinese out, and Strang shot him. Then Satterlee 
killed him — and Ching. Oh, I'm to blame for it 
all. As Nickelsen said, I should have known how 
my business was being run." 

** There, there, dear ! " said Mrs. Wade, putting 
her arm about her, and taking her to a chair beside 
the table. 

But Eleanor did not cry, for all the agony in her 
eyes, but stared into the pantry where Sinbad was 
getting out the cups. She seemed to be in a daze, 
trying to realize what had happened. 

" Poor Strang 1 He was the bravest — 1 That 
man wasn't a pirate 1 And to think that my cable 
made Rattray. ..." 

"Here nowl" said Westward. "Tut, tutl 
Nickelsen and Satterlee and Rattray are all a bad 
lotl If you've got a bunch of crooks in your em- 
ploy you're not responsible if they steal and mur- 
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der I That was the matter with your business. 
They'd probably been stealing from you for years. 
Nickelsen was talking through his hatl Why, the 
minute you came out to find how the business is go- 
ing, he tried to block you instead of help you to 
find out what was wrong 1 Do you think your 
father would — ? " 

** Everything went all right until father died. 
But how was I to know, or Mr. Tweedles? We 
trusted these men." 

" Exactly," said Westward. " You trusted them 
too far. They needed a whip-hand over them 
. . . got so they thought they owned the com- 
pany. You never told Nickelsen to kill anybody. 
You didn't drive him to sea to fight typhoons. He 
was glad enough to take your money for his work. 
Rats ! I'm going out and have a look at the pas- 
sengers." 

He went into the passage leading to the fore-deck, 
and as he opened the door, they heard the hubbub 
of the Chinese imprisoned below decks, boldly 
clamorous again as the sound of warfare had died 
out. 

Sinbad put the tea-tray on the table and hurried 
after the gambler, calling to him. 

*' Him want dling watla 1 Me catchem watla, 
you see 1 " 

There was a pump in the passage, and under the 
tap a half-barrel secured to the bulkhead by iron 

281 



SAILOR GIRL 

bands. Sinbad worked the handle a few times and 
then opened the tap. The water from the tanks 
spurted out under the pressure. 

" Good I " said Westward. " You give *em wa- 
ter/' and he ran out of the hatch. 

" As Dewey said, we'll draw off from the fight for 
twenty minutes for tea," said Mrs. Wade. *' Be- 
lieve me, I sure found the right place for local color." 

She glanced up to the social hall in startled sur- 
prise, and put down the tea-pot. 

" What. . . ? " She ran toward the stairs. 

Eleanor jumped up, and Juliana, who had been 
sulking at the far end of the saloon, and arranging 
her hair before the sideboard mirror, stared after 
them in wonder. 

Mrs. Wade had heard a peculiar scraping and 
tapping in the direction of the social hall door. As 
she looked upward, a hand holding a revolver limply 
came over the coaming, and then a white arm. 
The elbow gripped the inner side of the board, and 
a head and shoulders lifted slowly inch by inch — 
a yellow head, a face grimed with dirt and distorted 
with pain I 

The form rose with great effort, and Strang, half 
over the coaming, fell forward into the social hall. 
He dropped the revolver, and groped for it an in- 
stant, until his head sagged down to the carpet as 
he fainted. 

Eleanor gave a low, poignant cry and sped up the 
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stairway. Juliana screamed, not knowing what had 
happened, and as Westward came running back at 
this new alarm, his revolver ready, he saw Mrs. 
Wade leaping up the stairs. 

"What's up?" he shouted, mounting the steps 
three at a time, to see Eleanor bending over a white 
figure lying across the high threshold talking and 
crying in an incoherent babble. 

" Here's Strang I " cried Mrs. Wade. 

** Dead? Good Lord, he's been badly winged, 
anyhow 1 " He stooped and picked up the revolver. 

"Not dcadl " cried Eleanor with a vehemence 
which indicated such a thing was not to be thought 
of. "Harriett I Do something I Quick 1 He'll 
die if we don't hurry 1 " ' 

" He wanted to take a shot at somebody mighty 
bad, to drag himself about in that shape," said 
Westward. 

Westward picked him up by his middle, and with 
Mrs. Wade laid the mate on his back on the carpet 
just inside the door, kicking the broken glass away. 
Eleanor threw down a cushion from the seat. 

" Get water. Professor," said Mrs. Wade. 
" Look at his shoulder 1 He bled enough to be 
dead ! Find some wine or spirits 1 " 

Juliana came up the stairs, and Sinbad crowding 
after her, dripping wet, for he had fallen over a 
bucket of water in his flight after the gambler. 

Eleanor was already tearing open the braid col- 
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lar of Strang^s jacket. His face was stained with 
deck grime and his whole left side drenched with 
blood, for the bullet of Satterlee had entered his 
shoulder close to the arm and had come out of his 
back. His lips were gray and parched, and the 
back of his head had been cut, probably by striking 
the deck when he fell. 

" Harriett 1 WeVe got to keep him alive 1 Til 
never forgive myself — to think of his lying out 
there all this time 1 " 

** WeVe got to work like the dickens," said Mrs. 
Wade. ** My husband wasn't a doctor for nothing I 
SinbadI Water 1 Juliana — bring a cup — tea, 
anything 1 Eleanor, there ought to be a medicine 
chest — " 

Westward beckoned Eleanor to the navigating 
room, where they rifled locked drawers until they 
found the japanned medicine chest with its store of 
bottles and bandages. 

A bottle of brandy was found in a cabinet in the 
captain's cabin, and while Eleanor bathed Strang's 
face and Mrs. Wade cut away the mate's jacket for 
impromptu surreal dressing. Westward was busy 
disposing of Ching's body. 

Then out came the captain's mattress and the 
springs and pillows, all dragged into the social hall, 
while Mrs. Wade demanded scissors and knives, 
plied Strang with stimulants and did wonders with 
gauze and cotton. 
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After a time the mate's eyes opened and he called 
gaspingly for Ching a couple of times, lapsing again 
into a stupor, breathing rapidly through partly 
opened lips. 

Juliana sat down on the mattress and watched the 
work about her, even Sinbad being busy bringing 
buckets of water. 

" By George 1 You'll fetch him through all 
right," said Westward as he stood watching Mrs. 
Wade when he dared take time to breathe. " You 
seem to know those bottles by their first names. 
We'll get him out of here as soon as he's ready to 
be moved. Sinbad I Juliana I Come on below. 
We've got to look after the menagerie under decks 
or they'll tear the ship apart." 

He started down the stairs, looking to the Spanish 
woman to follow. 

" Come, Miss Solodor. You can help." 

^* NonI I no go 1 I am a ladyl I stay in dees 
places 1 " 

** You go along with Mr. Westward," said Mrs. 
Wade in a tone of command, and Juliana obeyed 
with surprising promptness. Sinbad was back in 
the passage and had his pump squeaking and squirt- 
ing at a great rate. 

" You run the pump, Juliana, and we'll carry the 
water out." 

She looked into the wet and dirty passage, with 
its waste water gathered on the port side, due to 
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the steamer^s slight list. She gave the gambler an 
insolent look. 

•* Whate you t'ink I am? A dogs? " 

" See that stateroom, Miss Solodor? FU lock 
you up in there if you can't do anything but make 
trouble 1 If these Chinese break loose who's to res- 
cue you, I'd like to know? You're going to do your 
share, or — " 

" You wan' me to be drawn in de water — in dees 
places ? " She pointed to the room he had indicated. 
'^ NonI I go back con de ladies." 

"Juliana, I'll throw you out of the ship, along 
with the captain and Satterlee I Can you swim? " 

" For w'y? " She drew away from him in hor- 
ror, as if she apprehended his meaning. 

" Because I'm not going to lose time watching 
you. This isn't the Zorilla Theater." 

"Youinsoltl I am a lady 1" 

He seized her by her shoulders and turned her 
toward the passage, fearful lest he laugh in her 
face and lose the effect of his scolding. 

"You run this pump I Hey, cookl For help 
youl Plenty work! You make em! " 

Sinbad ceased his pumping and looked up in 
amazement. 

"A-a-h! My chinelas!'^ she cried, drawing 
back and raising her skirts, looking at her yellow 
slippers dolefully, now smeared with wet dirt. 

But Westward gave tvo Vveed to her protests and 
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shoved her along despite her squealing, her high 
heels scratching ideographs on the wet planks. She 
grabbed the pumphandle to save herself from fall- 
ing. 

** Now we're on the right track. If you'd been 
half as careful about your reputation as you are 
about your hen-skin shoes you wouldn't be here to 
pester usl It'll keep your mind off your troubles. 
Pump or swiml " 

Sinbad looked on puzzled. It was something of 
a novelty to him, this having a prima donna from a 
music hall, in brilliant plumage and bracelets, to help 
him in his scullery tasks. 

Juliana cast a doubtful eye at the gambler as he 
stood waiting for her to begin work, and finally be- 
gan to manipulate the handle slowly. 

** Whate you say — sweem, Seiior Wesser?'* 

'^ Agua grande — the big water 1 '* And he il- 
lustrated his threat in pantomime. 

She considered this, and then went at the pump- 
ing with renewed vigor, studying him furtively, as 
if beginning to believe he could be as dangerous as 
he promised. 

**BuenoI'^ And he started for the fore-deck, 
taking a bucket of water with him. Before he 
emerged from the passage he heard her say above 
the wheeze of the pump and the gushing of the tap : 
'* Sweem ! For dat I would cote de t'roat of de 
gtntXtmanJ Huh I Sweem \" 
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Under the hatch-grating he found a patriarchal 
Chinese with sparse, feline white mustaches, wear- 
ing a black round cap with a coral button. He was 
holding up an earthen basin, clinging with one hand 
to the top of the perpendicular ladder. 

Westward let Sinbad pour the dish full of water 
while he looked into the inferno below. Around 
the lower hatch of the cargo-deck, which was partly 
floored by planks, was a great swarm of Chinese 
with all sorts of utensils waiting for their share of 
water. The 'tweendeck was solid with them, and 
they sat and talked and fanned themselves in the 
blinding Jheat. 

The deck fairly crackled under the sun and threw 
back the heat from wood and metal like an oven, 
yet the horde below endured their torture with 
stoical fortitude. 

'^ Me talk you numbla one fliend," said Sinbad, 
grinning. "Plenty good Chinaman him b'long 
plopla, you see." 

** Short time come out? " squeaked the graybeard 
with the dish. 

" Short time," assented Westward. *' Plenty 
chow, plenty good Chinaman come out bimeby 
quick." 

There was a jubilant chattering from below as 
the old fellow gave his news, and here and there a 
grumble and a jeer, proof that there was a dangerous 
element among the pmotvtts. 
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Westward battered away two bars from the cen- 
ter of the grid, making a hole which would admit a 
bucket, and with lashings cut from the cargo booms 
rigged a rope so Sinbad could lower water as fast 
as it could be pumped from the tanks. 

He covered the body of Charlie Li, and drenched 
the hot deck-plates with water, and while Sinbad 
was busy at water-carrying, turned his attention to 
the shore. 

Three boats were moored to the tops of bushes 
at the nearer bank, and beyond the rim of foliage 
he could make out a gathering of some twenty or 
thirty Filipinos squatting on their heels and talking. 
Two other boats were concealed among the bushes 
not far away. 

On the opposite shore a single boat was hauled 
in among the reeds, which Westward knew to be the 
one in which Nickelsen, Satterlee and the engineer 
had escaped. He made a careful search of the 
landscape all around, but could find no signs of the 
trio. In that direction there was a deal of jagged 
rock which had slid down the cliffs and built up 
erratic cairns, forming a barrier between the water's 
edge and the base of the earth slides. 

The gambler was worried, for he knew better than 
to hope the captain would abandon the vessel and 
whatever loot might be on board. If any of the 
boats had made for the open sea there would be 
some chance of rescue by a pa^^\tv|^ s\vv^ ot \NaN*5bS. 
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patrol, but the stokers and seamen seemed content 
to remain in the bay and see how things turned out. 
They doubtless refrained from desertion in order to 
have claim for wages, although they had been ready 
enough to flee the ship while they had doubts as to 
the purpose of the conflict on board. 

So with Nickelsen ashore, more mischief could be 
hatched with their assistance. What Westward 
most feared was an overwhelming boarding party, 
under cover of darkness, led by Satterlee and the 
captain. 

He climbed to the bridge, planning to seek glasses 
to make a careful survey of the whole shore. 
Juliana ran out on the f ore-^eck at once and looked 
up, hurrying back to the pump when she saw she 
was observed. 

As he opened the bridge locker he heard an uproar 
on the saloon deck, and saw Eleanor and Mrs. 
Wade rush out of the social hall as Juliana, who 
had come up, ran inside. As the gambler hastened 
down the ladder he heard Eleanor attempting to 
open the door of the social hall, which had been 
slammed shut. 

'* Ran up from the saloon and out here, calling 
us," said Eleanor. ** She's holding the door in- 
side 1 " 

Westward threw himself against the heavy teak 
and burst into the social hall, sending Juliana sprawl- 
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Ing over the mattress to her knees. She sprang up 
and fled to the saloon. 

The mattress was doubled over, and at one end 
the strings which lashed the cotton cover had been 
torn away. With a glance at Strang, who lay in a 
semi-unconscious state, Westward plunged down 
after Juliana. 

She threw something under the table as she saw 
she was overtaken and turned on Westward, reach- 
ing behind her for the stone teapot. 

" Get that 1 " he commanded, taking her arm. 
She struck him in the face, but yielded readily 
enough when she saw he was in earnest and, drop- 
ping to her knees, brought out the yellowish buck- 
skin sack stuffed full of some soft substance, which 
she had thrown under the table. 

Westward ripped it open, and as Mrs. Wade 
and Eleanor came down the stairs he unrolled a ball 
of cotton and held up an iridescent nugget gleaming 
with gray and silver and pink — a great sea jewel. 
It was one of Fat Yuen's pearls I 



CHAPTER XXVI 



JULIANA CONFESSES 




ATTRAY'S pearls/' said Westward in 
a whisper, looking at the defiant Juliana. 
" So that's why you wanted to hang 
around the social hall ! Might have known youM 
discovered something I Back to the pump for 
you ! " 

She made a grimace at him and, disregarding 
Eleanor and Mrs. Wade, went into the passage and 
resumed her work. 

** Did Nickelsen have them? '* asked Eleanor, as 
she drew near to look at the cocoons of cotton, some 
of them still wrapped in the varicolored bits of silk, 
just as they had been taken from Fat Yuen's basket 
in the Cristobal by Rattray. 

" Hushl " cautioned Mrs. Wade. " WeVe got 
to get Mr. Strang into a room where he'll have 
quiet." She stood looking over the gambler's shoul- 
der as he rolled out the pick of the Torres pearling 
season on the green cloth of the table. 

" These mean danger," said Westwards stufl^S 
them back into the s?l^ Xvac's^cX^j • "Nickelsen and 
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eeUI never give up as long as they know the 
here. But, by George, we've got some news 
mila — and Strang 1 " 
Dn't you go telling him until he's able to stand 

) you think he knew? " asked Eleanor, 
•ang? No, I don't. If Strang had been in 
e captain on this he'd never start trouble him- 
not to save you and the steamer. And Juli- 
ows more than we realize." 
nor's face lighted up with joy at the gambler's 
Lce of Strang's innocence, and she went up 
irs before them, Westward taking the pre- 

of wrapping the precious sack in a pillow- 
ore he hid it under the seat locker in the cap- 
abin. 

1 they set to work getting Strang on the mat- 
r pulling a blanket under him and lifting him. 
he springs they had little trouble in carrying 

the captain's cabin, which made an ideal 
1 when all the ports were opened, 
ig gave no evidence of suffering or disturb- 
jring the transfer, although he opened his 
ice and seemed to be conscious of what was 
ing. His head was swathed in a turban of 
es, which were kept wet and cool. 
s'U go question Juliana," whispered West- 
vith a look at Mrs. Wade, as they got the 
the hunk. 
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" rU stay here," said Eleanor. " If I only had 
a fan — " 

The gambler pulled out one of the captain's books 
on navigation, ripped the cover from it» and handed 
it to Eleanor. 

'* Keep an eye out toward shore/' he said as he 
went out. 

" And call me if he frets, dear." 

They left her and went down to the saloon^^ 

** Juliana ! Come here I " 

The pump stopped. 

**Whateyouwan'?" 

" Come find out — pronto/^' 

** You, you, you I " she cried, stamping her foot 
in the slush of the passage. ** For w'y all of de 
tarn' you make de combati — ^" 

She strode out in a most belligerent mood, but 
her manner softened when she saw Mrs. Wade sit- 
ting at the table looking very severe and judicial. 

" All of de tam' fight me ! " she declared, her arms 
akimbo and her head back in her favorite attitude 
of defiance. 

** Sit down 1 " conmianded Westward, and waited 
until she obeyed, holding out the chair opposite Mrs. 
Wade. Then he took the head of the table between 
them and laid off his helmet with stern deliberatt- 
ness. 

" Now, Juliana, I suppose youVe heard I'm a 
secreto — ^' 
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'' Policial '' She looked at him in terror. 

" Yes." He was willing to deceive her, as he saw 
that her regard for him increased in proportion to 
her fear of him. " And you know all about Rat- 
tray. So tell us." 

She began to whimper. 

" I know not'ing, nothing I Who is tal' to you I 
know Ratt-aray? For you de lie, Senor Wesser! 
Nobody know dat I " 

This was better than he had expected, for it had 
not occurred to him that she really knew anything 
about Rattray or his crime beyond the newspaper 
reports. 

" No, I don't lie," he said with impressive firm- 
tiess. " But if you lie — Bilibid Prison 1 " 

She considered this phase of the difficulty for a 
minute, picking at the tablecloth and sniffing pre- 
liminary to crying. 

" De capitan — he's keela me when I tal'. One 
tarn, two tam, he tal' to me he's keela me if I talk 
de word of Ratt-a-ray." 

" Captain Nickelsen has nothing to do with this. 
When did he get the pearls — from Rattray? " 

'' Non, non, nonf From it I know not'ing 1 Dat 
is the trut' for Sant^ Maria, I tal' it to you, Senor 
Wesser 1" 

" You tell us all about it and we'll see no one 
harms you," urged Mrs. Wade. 

" But Bilibid, along with Rattray — if you lie 1 " 
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^^Non!" She stared at Westward in terror, 
half-believing him. 

'' Si, seiiorital '' 

" Pliss, Seiior Wesser! No de Bilibidl I know 
not'ing! I will tal' it to you ! " 

** It's your lead," said Westward. " Tell I " 

*' He weel seenk de sheep I TodosI I hear 
dem talk las' night — todos de capitan is say he 
weel keel de peoples — all of him ! *' 

'* Never mind last night 1 The pearls — and 
Rattray I " 

" Sil But I am frighten! One night I go to 
de ofjicina after de teatro for see de capitan. Sat- 
terlee come, he swear de words for me to go places 
— whate you say? — hal'. I poosh de door. I see 
Ratt-a-ray. From dis I t'ink not'ing. Mahana por 
la manana, my Mercedes breeng de noticias — de 
noosapaper con de cafe, an' my little birds, Don 
Juan de Austria is seeng tra'la4a, tra-la. I see in 
de noticias Ratt-a-ray is arrest' ... ah' where is 
de perlasf All day I am t'ink nobody is know Ratt- 
a-ray is to de ofjicina. 

*' Come night, I say to de capitan, * Whate? I 
see Ratt-a-ray to de oficina . . . ' Madre de 
Diosf He go for keela me if I'm no shote oop I So 
I say, down here in my hearts, ' Ha I Juliana is 
know . . . for Juliana some day de perlas — 
Madrid. . . . ' Now you don' say de Bilibid, 
Senor Wesser 1 Pliss, no — I am a lady I " 
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" You see," said Westward, turning to Mrs. 
Wade. '* Nickelsen was the man behind Rattray 
all the time — the real pirate." 

** Then we've learned something worth while, 
even if we did come blundering on board like a lot 
of sillies. But why in the world did you come, 
Juliana? And knowing all this ? " 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

*' De perlas — de capitan. I lofe de capitan, he 
lofe me — for die I no care, bote no de Bilibid, 
Seiior Wesserl You no tal' to de capitan Juliana 
is say de word I An' no de poomp — I am tire for 
die con trabajo/^' 

" All right, you've worked enough for a while. 
Go to your room and lie down and see you don't 
show yourself on deck. Here 1 Go into this room^ 
and I'll have Sinbad get some lunch." 

*' I'll go have a look at the patient," said Mrs. 
Wade. 

" Are you going to tell Miss Glendon? " he asked. 
*' Better not say anything to worry her." 

" She'll want to know, especially that Strang is 
innocent. She feels she's to blame for all his 
troubles, you know." 

Westward sent Sinbad to the galley, and going 
out on the fore-deck, saw at once that two boats 
were rowing toward the steamer, some three hun- 
dred yards away. 

He went up to the bridge at otvce^ ?cTvd ^.% ^t^^ 
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Wade had sighted the boats, she followed him. 
The boats stopped as their crews saw Westward, 
and with oars aloft, they began to argue among 
themselves. 

Westward watched them through a pair of glasses 
he found in the bridge-locker. 

In the leading boat he saw the Filipino chief en- 
gineer, standing in the bows, studying the Coral 
Queen. Whether the chief had deserted the cap- 
tain and Satterlee for the crew and his own men, 
or had been sent as an emissary to the crew by the 
captain to urge them to stand by him in an attack 
on the steamer and now came out as a spy, West- 
ward hoped to determine. 

It might be that the chief and the crew wished 
to come back to the ship, abandon Satterlee and 
Nickelsen, and put to sea. 

He went to the end of the bridge and beckoned 
them nearer, seeing their hesitation. Each boat had 
seven men, and while it was possible the captain or 
agent might be concealed among them, Westward 
was willing to urge them closer, that he might learn 
their attitude or purpose. 

His signal seemed in nowise to dispel their un- 
certainty about approaching the steamer. 

" Come aboard 1 " he shouted. " Nobody here 
to hurt you. Come back, and we'll go to Manila." 

The discussion waxed louder, and some were for 
going ahead, and got thevt 0211% do^tv vtvto the water 
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and pulled, despite the protests of others. They 
turned round a few times, until the chief berated 
them angrily and ordered them to proceed toward 
the vessel. 

" What do you want? " asked Westward, pleas- 
antly enough, as the first boat drew near. 

" Rice and water," said the chief. 

** Come aboard and get it." 

"We don't want to come on board — afraid of 
the Chinos.'^ 

" What can the Chinos do? Why can't you men 
come back and help us get out of here? That's 
the best thing to do with the Chinos — land 'em in 
Manila." 

They all sat and stared stupidly while the chief 
talked to them in his native tongue, and after a 
time they turned and rowed lazily back to shore. 

" A reconnoitering party foi the captain," said 
Westward, as he watched them pull in among the 
reeds and make a landing. 

The boat on the far shore, where Nickelsen and 
Satterlee had landed, was still in place. But the 
presence of the chief engineer with the stokers and 
crew convinced the gambler that Nickelsen had 
joined forces with the others, and sent the boats to 
learn as much as possible about conditions in the 
Coral Queen, and probably to convince the Fili- 
pinos that resistance from Westward and the 
women was not to be feared. 
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They went down from the bridge and found 
Eleanor standing in the cabin door. 

'' Still sleeping/' she whispered. 

" And you'd better get some sleep yourself, both 
of you," said Westward. 

'^ Not until I know Mr. Strang is out of danger 
and — " 

" Oh, pish tush, my dear; he'll be all right ! Mr. 
Westward wants us to be wide awake to-night, and 
you'll have to get some rest. You look ready to 
drop. Go down and have some lunch. 

" What did you learn from Juliana? " she asked, 
as they led her into the social hall. 

" Nickelsen got the pearls from Rattray. Strang 
probably never saw them, and didn't know they were 
aboard here. Satterlee and Nickelsen had the loot 
from the Cristobal all the time," said Westward. 

" Then the Crown Line is responsible for all Mr. 
Strang's troubles," she said, with a wan smile, ** and 
the Crown Line pays its debts — and never forgets. 
No, I won't go down to lunch, Harriett. Have 
Sinbad send up some tea and a sandwich. I won't 
leave Mr. Strang alone." 

" But I was going to stay, dear. Do go — " 

" No, you can't stay. I'll look after Captain 
Strang myself." 

She turned from them, and, smiling back at the 
gambler, went into the captain's cabin. 

"There you see the Glendon mind made up," 
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laughed Mrs. Wade. " Come on; we'll have the 
cook serve her at once." 

" You catch 'em flied egg? " asked Sinbad, as they 
went down. 

Juliana wa» seated at the table, waiting for the 
cook to bring on the dishes. 




CHAPTER XXVII 

THE UTTLE BUND GOD 

IT was well along in the afternoon when Strang 
opened his eyes. His state of consciousness 
was still in the confusion of ages of dreams, in 
which he had been all over the world, through 
storms and long voyages, much conflict and impos- 
sible adventures. 

He looked up at the open ports, studied the cur- 
tains and wondered why they hung out from the 
bottom. There was a bookrack he had seen before, 
with its old volumes kept in place by black-and-gold 
naval cap-ribbons. Norrie and Bowditch, and all 
the classic veterans of seamanship and navigation. 
Burdwood's Azimuth Tables and nautical almanacs 
. . . this must be a captain's cabin, and what could 
he be doing in it with his head all wrapped — 

On the bulkhead seat there was a young woman, 
in a white blouse with a blue collar. He knew he 
had seen her before, so he let his eyes rest on her in 
that impersonal, detached manner of the very ill, 
noting her hair, hands ... a leather band on her 
wrist and a silver buckle. 

She was Miss Gletvdon, oi co\xt%^> 'wvA. Vv^ ^a.^ in 
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Nickelsen's cabin. He had killed Nickelsen after 
crawling for miles over a burning deck and up a 
ladder . . . 

** What time is it? " he asked weakly. 

Eleanor looked at him, startled, and put down a 
book. For a minute she did not answer, waiting 
to make sure he was really awake. He listened, as 
vague voices reached his ears from the fore-deck 
where Westward, Mrs. Wade and Sinbad were send- 
ing down rice to the Chinese. 

" Seven minutes after four," she whispered 
presently, watching him to see if he would sleep 
again. 

" Not under way." 

* No. Better keep quiet." 

'^ Coral Queen*' He spoke the name in reply to 
his own mental query, with some satisfaction that 
he had remembered. 

She filled a glass from the big stone carafe on the 
chair at the head of his bunk, and held it to his lips, 
cautioning him not to turn his head. He was lying 
on his right side, and sipped the water with diffi- 
culty. 

" You robbing Chinese ! " he exclaimed, as she 
turned to refill the glass. ** You sinking a steamer 
full of people for insurance ! Why, it's worse than 
calling me a pirate, and damn me I they've lied 
enough about me! But Nickelsen can't tell mc 
you . . . 1 " 
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His voice dropped to a weak whisper and he 
closed his eyes as she turned to him in alarm, sure 
he was in a delirium, and she had done something 
to bring a recurrence of his fever. 

He opened his eyes and looked up at her with a 
curious expression, as if he sought her attitude to- 
ward him. 

" Hush 1 " she said. " You mustn't talk. I'll call 
Mrs. Wade." She turned toward the door in a ten- 
tative going, but lingered to make sure he was not 
in immediate danger of a collapse. 

** Don't go," he said, with startling vigor, and his 
right hand, thrust out from under his side, opened 
and closed rapidly in a nervous beckoning. 

As she went back to him she realized at once that 
what he had said was not the result of some wild 
fancy of a fever, but came from a sudden lucidity of 
mind as he crossed the borderland into full conscious- 
ness. 

" You must keep quiet, Mr. Strang," she said 
quietly, and sat down. 

" No. He'll be lying to you again, and he'll turn 
me over to the secretos for shooting the steward. 
But you've got to know what he said about you — 
and look out for Satterlee 1 I know you didn't want 
to sink this ship. The line may be going on the 
rocks, as he says, but you didn't come along to drown 
a shipload of Chinks. I know that! " 

"Mr. Strang 1 What are you saying?" 
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" What NIckelsen tald me 1 Now look out for 
him. I know I lost my head at breakfast, but when 
I saw a lot of lying and sneaking . . . Satterlee 
and Westward and Nickelsen and that spy of a 
steward . . . well, I got let in for one piracy and 
came near getting hanged for it along with Rattray. 
So I just broke loose on my own account." 

" And you did right, Mr. Strang, and don't 
you worry that anybody will turn you over to the 
secretos! I thought for awhile you had turned 
pirate, because Fd listened to the stories about you. 
But I see now how these falsehoods are built up. 
Mr. Westward is my friend, not the captain's, as he 
said; and he's yours, too, now. As for Nickelsen 
and Satterlee, they were running the business so 
badly that I couldn't cash a check in San Francisco 
and came out here to find out what was the trouble." 

"Where are they? " 

"Who?" 

" Nickelsen and Satterlee." 

" They got ashore." 

" Why didn't Ching stop 'em? " 

" He couldn't . . . now you'd better be quiet." 

" Ching's a good man — square and honest. He 
came and told me Nickelsen wanted to get the 
Chinks' money, and they suspected him ... he 
and the steward and Satterlee. That blue fellow 
wasn't a steward at all . . .a spy . . . tried 
to buy pearls from me along-shore the other dax- 
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He got the Chinese to come aboard and tried to have 
them give their money up. 

^' Ching talked with 'em and came out flat to me 
about it in the mid-watch. Of course I hadn't seen 
you to know who you were, but I knew at breakfast 
you weren't in on any crooked deal. But Nickelsen 
and Satterlee didn't know you and Westward were 
at the Bay View with Mrs. Wade. They fished for 
that. I thought it was all a trap for me. Then 
Ching said he'd back me up to grab the captain. It 
would look bad for me, but something had to be 
done quick, and then talk afterward. Where's 
Ching?" 

" Outside somewhere." 

'' I saw ... his feet when I came up. . . . 
Ching'sdeadI" 

" Yes," she admitted. " Satterlee shot him." 

She got up and moistened his head bandage and 
wiped his face with a damp towel. 

" We'll be all right as soon as you get well — and 
you'll have a fever if you persist in talking. Will 
you be good, or shall I call Mrs. Wade? She'll 
make you keep quiet." 

" All right. I've got to get well to settle with 
Nickelsen. He let me have money to pay off my 
lawyer to hang this robbery on me 1 Oh, there'll be 
a reckoning! Says to me here last night, * Who'd 
you get if you wanted to lose a ship? ' Said I was 
mate so I'd be blamed, but he forgot he was the one 
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who shipped me, not you. Took me for a fooll 
Did you see me in the ship last night? " 

" Yes, when you came down from the bridge and 
went into your cabin. Mrs. Wade and I stood a 
little aft on the saloon-deck." 

" Tell Nickelsen you didn't want me hired? Oh, 
I don't mind. I want to see if he could tell any truth 
at all." 

'* I went to the saloon to order the steamer back 
to Manila, but found Westward there and he cau- 
tioned me. I found fault because he hadn't told me 
about you. I'd heard — " 

" That's all right. But I want to tell you. Miss 
Glendon, I had nothing to do with Rattray's mur- 
ders. I was shipped in Zamboanga after it hap- 
pened, and was mighty glad to get a ship up to Ma- 
nila. I'd been in hospital in Sydney with fever, and 
worked my passage to Mindanao. I didn't know 
there was a pearl in the Trofic Bird, but I saw Rat- 
tray was too thick with his Chinese crew. And look 
out for those fellows below — some of them were 
in the Tropic Bird — another little game of Nickel- 
sen's against me with his bringing the steward to spy. 
That's why he wanted to let the Chinks up when I 
shot him — so they'd wreck things and kill. Cap- 
tain Dan Glendon was your father, wasn't he? " 

" Yes. Did you know him? " 

" Never saw him, but he was square as a collier's 
hatch-cover." 
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" Thank you, Mr. Strang 1 " He saw the tears 
come into her eyes. " Nickelsen lied about father, 
too, but he was honest — and if I never have an- 
other dollar, ril know thatl Nickelsen said Fd 
lived on kum-shawf *' 

" Don't you mind what the scoundrel said I We*ll 
settle with him. You wait until I'm able to tackle 
him I I'll show — " 

He stopped and his face showed a wave of pain. 

" More water I I'm burning up 1 " he whispered, 
and she hastened to give him more from the stone 
olla, berating herself silently for having allowed him 
to discuss matters which were bound to make him 
worse. 

She was reluctant to call Mrs. Wade, in spite of 
the fact that she knew she could not judge his condi- 
tion herself. She fought against the knowledge 
that she alone could not minister to his wants, that 
she was helpless to care for him — curious feelings 
which she knew were akin to jealousy. 

In some indefinable way she took upon herself the 
blame for all his troubles and persecutions, and now 
she felt an intense desire to right everything for him 
on the instant, and a great fear took possession of 
her that he would die before she could have a chance 
to repay him and set him right with the world. 

He sipped the water greedily for a minute, and 
then fell back unconscious. Eleanor ran out on the 
saloon deck. 
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" Harriett 1 Harriett I " she called. 

Mrs. Wade dropped a bucket of steaming rice, 
and, without asking what was wrong, hurried up the 
ladder from the fore-deck, leaving Westward star- 
ing after her a minute. Then he ran after her. 

"Mr. Strang 1 He's been talking — and he 
faintedl" 

"Child I Delirious?" 

"No, not exactly; but he's had a bad spell — 
fainted, I'm afraid 1 " 

Mrs. Wade made for the cabin and looked in, her 
face red and her eyes full of concern for her patient. 

" I'm all right," said Strang. " Head a little 
swimmy and my side burns and throbs. How long 
before I can be up ? " 

" No visitors, please," she warned. " He's splen- 
did, but he must be kept quiet." 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

SATTERLEE'S SUBTERFUGE 

LEAVING Mrs. Wade and Eleanor to take 
care of Strang, Westward went down to 
the engine room and stokehold. The fires 
had been hastily drawn and the glowing ash-heaps 
still gave off terrific heat and had set the iron plates 
fairly glowing. 

But he managed to get greasy clothing and waste 
into the fire-boxes, with some^'oil and fine particles 
of coal, so that a good smudge was rolling from the 
funnel when he came up, thoroughly blackened. 

Going to the bridge, he set an American ensign, 
union down, to a signal halyard, and got out the 
rockets and Coston lights to study the directions. 
He intended to fire some of them when darkness 
came on, and the funnel of smoke which rose straight 
up was planned to attract the attention of any vessel 
which might sight it. 

He knew they had small chance of standing off 
Nickelsen and the crew when darkness came, if the 
captain could induce a party to follow him for the 
purpose of retaking the steamer. 

Already he had arranged earthen dishes full of 
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oily provided with a bit of rope as a wick, on the 
bow and stern, and had found three deck lanterns in 
the lamp-room. With these he planned to illumi- 
nate the ship as soon as darkness came, to prevent 
boarders from coming over the sides by stealth. 

Mrs. Wade found him sitting down, with the 
rockets and tubes around him, absorbed in the sci- 
ence of pyrotechnics, smoking a native cigarette, his 
helmet beside him. 

"Mercy! You've ruined your clothes! Wher- 
ever did you get so much black dirt? " 

*' How's Strang? " 

" Having another nap. And Miss Glendon's ly- 
ing down in the socialfhall. But she says she can't 
sleep." 

He got up and took the glasses to survey the shore 
again. Sinbad was still carrying water to the Chi- 
nese, lingering at the hatch to gossip between at- 
tacks on the pump in the passage. Mrs. Wade re- 
ported Juliana asleep in the saloon stateroom. 

The Coral Queen now lay in the shade, but the 
sun-line on the far cliffs was creeping higher and 
higher as the sun swung nearer the western horizon, 
turning the strip of sea between the headlands into a 
reddish shaft of light. 

During the late afternoon, while Mrs. Wade was 
below to see how Strang was getting on, the gambler 
saw some of the crew chasing crabs and digging shell- 
fish on shore, about midway between where live c-w^ 
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tain's boat was pulled up and where the majority of 
the refugees had landed. 

At times they stopped to watch the steamer, and 
pointed and talked, but they seemed to have no pur- 
pose other than to idle away the time. But he felt 
that unless they knew of some plan to get back to the 
ship they would already be out to sea seeking a res- 
cuing vessel for themselves, or bound for some na- 
tive town along the coast. 

Westward was worried, but he did not tell Mrs. 
Wade of his misgivings, for he hoped to attract the 
attention of some coasting vessel before the night 
was through. He dreaded the approaching dark- 
ness. 

'* If I knew as much about marine engines as I do 
about poker . . ." he said, as she came up with 
water and biscuits. 

" Well, what? " she asked, smiling. His appear- 
ance was most ludicrous. Far dirtier than he real- 
ized, he had tracked the clean bridge with black 
grime, and smeared his face and clothes with grease. 
She remembered his hands in the Mongolia — so 
delicately white. 

'^ Fd set things boiling and steer out of this place, 
like a regular hero. Fm useless — known it for a 
long time, but it never bothered me much before. 
Why couldn't I have been shot instead of Strang? 
He'd be good for something! " 

She laughed at his setiousciess« 
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" Was it yesterday we were in the Mongolia? 
Doesn't seem possible I Here you are, black as a 
coal-heaver, your pockets bulging with pistols, wish- 
ing you could be shot 1 What a change, Mr. West- 
ward!" 

** IVe changed more than you think," he retorted, 
with tragic glumness. "What good am I? I've 
been a selfish dog — nothing but a parasite 1 Even 
Juliana pays her way through life 1 I've salved my 
conscience by being a straight gambler, but there 
isn't any straight gambling. I've never been any 
good to anybody." 

** My goodness, but we are feeling badly I What 
do you think we'd do here without you ? " 

" As a matter of fact, I'm mighty happy," he said, 
turning to her from the rail. ", Queer thing to say, 
I know, but it's true. Just feeding those Chinks, and 
knowing you're here to talk to. I've been darned 
lonesome all my life, but to-day — I can't express it, 
except that I feel as happy as when I was a boy in 
Elkhart working in a hardware store — sort of in 
things, you know." 

''/« things?" 

" Yes, respectable like. I didn't have a chance to 
mix with decent people on ships while I was gam- 
bling. Men played with me, yes, but despised me. 
Now in Elkhart — used to go to the Baptist church 
— there was a girl in the drug store — Minnie 
Preston. She sang in the choir. Used to look rl^t 
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down at me when she sang ^ Pull for the Shore, 
Sailor/ and make me choke up/* 

^' And you did do a lot of sailing/' she said, as he 
hesitated. 

*' I went traveling for a Chicago house/' he re- 
sumed, as if she had made no comment. *' Brass 
fixtures — fancy things for gas-lights in halls and 
so on. Got into Duluth one night, ready to start 
back home. Figured I'd make it in time to be at 
church and maybe see Minnie home. She boarded 
where I did. Bought a blue necktie with little 
white banjos on it. Sort of made up my mind I'd 
talk serious to her before I made my Eastern trip — 
that's what they called it in Elkhart, ' talking seri- 
ous.' When I hit town she'd been married a week 
and was at Niagara Falls on her wedding trip." 

"And you?" 

** I didn't think much about it after a while. Al- 
ways did pretty well in a money way, and from play- 
ing cards on trains I discovered I had a special apti- 
tude for that sort of thing. Drifted into it; got ex- 
pensive habits while I was making money, and when 
things went a little bad in business got to making up 
my losses at poker. Liked travel, good clothes and 
having things easy, with stewards waiting on me, but 
I've come to understand it isn't so much how much a 
man has as how he feels about himself, and I've 
ed fire with my life. Good deal of a chump to 
lling you such thmg;&> but it's easy to talk to you, 
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Mrs. Wade. I suppose it's because youVe got eyes 
like Minnie Preston's." 

** Natural enough," she said. ** We like types, 
after all. But you mustn't feel blue. The Elkhart 
conscience isn't dead if you'll give it a chance. Why 
don't you quit gambling? " 

" I have," he said, with a trace of grimness, put- 
ting the glasses up to his eyes to look at the shore. 
" I quit yesterday in the Mongolia. If I get out 
of this all right, I'm going to make a new start. I 
don't want to spend the rest of my life in smoking- 
rooms. I'm tired of being cut off from decent peo- 
ple, like you and Miss Glendon." 

" You'll come out all right," she said. " Don't 
you think about it any more. But how did you hap- 
pen to come aboard last night? " asked Mrs. Wade. 
*' Are you a detective? " 

Westward laughed. 

" No, I'm not. It's the other way round. I had 
to leave you last night because the police were on 
my trail. I went down to the water-front to sec 
what boats were getting out, to make my getaway. 
It was then I learned the Coral Queen was sailing at 
once. So I managed to get word to you by 'phone." 

" The police! " said Mrs. Wade. 

" Yes," said Westward casually. " I was tipped 
off by that waiter while we were at dinner. A few 
weeks ago a drunken half-caste planter named Gor- 
gas was in a Kuching boat with me, and insisted oa 
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playing poker with me, and made a lot of fuss when 
I refused. I played a few hands with him finally to 
keep him quiet, and then gave him back my win- 
nings. The night before we got into Singapore, he 
was drunk as a bat, and the purser took Gorgas* 
money away from him and put it in the ship's safe. 
Gorgas got ashore in Singapore, missed the boat, so- 
bered up, and missed his money. Then he cropped 
up in Manila and charged me with stealing the 
money the purser put in the safe. 

" The purser has been trying to find Gorgas, but 
that old charge was still hanging over me in Manila, 
but I didn't know it. So of course I couldn't be ar- 
rested in the company of you and Miss Glendon. 

*' So I hung around the docks last night waiting 
for a chance to sneak aboard here. Then I saw you 
and Miss Glendon come aboard. I hid in a life- 
boat, and when I showed up in the saloon Nickelsen 
and Satterlee thought I had come to watch Strang. 
I didn't care what they thought — I was aboard." 

" And Heaven knows we needed you," said Mrs. 
Wade. " That planter chap, Gorgas, did us a good 
turn, after all." 

She went below and hunted through the lockers 
and cabinets of the navigating room and captain's 
cabin until she found a supply of cartridges for 
Westward's revolvers. 

In the first twilight after sunset he made an in- 
spection of the forehateK aad found the Chinese 
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quite content. A few still grumbled, but the wiser 
heads overruled them, and the same old patriarch 
who had spoken to Westward earlier in the day now 
whispered to him that there were some bad men 
among them and it was wiser to keep them all below. 

The gambler had given serious consideration to 
letting some of the Chinese out to aid in defense of 
the steamer, but the old fellow said it might result 
in trouble. 

As most of those with money realized their safety 
could not be assured if all hands were released, they 
preferred to remain below. If some were given 
freedom, the bad element below would undoubtedly 
attempt to overcome the honest ones left with them. 
And once the gratings were loosened there was no 
knowing what might happen. 

So Westward went back to the bridge. 

Night came down like a blanket, and clouds which 
had been drifting up from the southward heavy with 
a promise of rain, now closed the sky against the 
light of moon or stars. The surf outside was rising 
with the wind, and as its booming increased the water 
of the bay became restless. The chafe of floating 
vegetation along shore, the calling of the birds in 
the clifls as they settled for the night and the mur- 
mur of the Chinese from 'tweendecks made it diffi- 
cult to detect other noises or estimate the direction 
from which they came. 

Insects shrilled in neighborly fasbiotvitOT£\\i\fc ^vV 
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Some one broke through bushes heavily, and stum- 
bled, cursing in low tones. 

"Cap'n! Cap'n!" 

It was Satterlee yelling in alarm. 

A boat scraped through the bushes and oars 
clicked a few times, and then the sound of scrambling 
with voices of Filipinos raised in argument, and the 
clank of rocks as they tumbled as somebody fled. 

"He shot me!" screamed Nickelsen. "Ben! 
Where—?" 

There was another shot. 

" Nick! Nick! " called Satterlee, but he got no 
answer. He repeated the call in a voice of terror. 
" You hounds I " he yelled. " Have you killed the 
captain? " 

Followed some words in native dialect which 
Westward could not understand. 

There was movement below, and Mrs. Wade 
looked down. Eleanor had come out on deck. 

" What is it, Harriett? " she called softly. 

" Fighting ashore," said Westward. " Looks as 
if they've shot Nickelsen. Good job, if they have 1 " 

They heard a boat clicking about in the darkness. 
Mrs. Wade turned to the fore-deck, where she could 
see Sinbad, standing over the oil-flare, with a stick 
glowing in his hand as he stopped poking the fire to 
listen. 

" Coming out to the ship ! " whispered Westward. 

After a time they comVA. dA&c&tw ^^ %Vsa.da^wY ^otm 
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of a boat being rowed steadily toward the steamer^ 
and soon it was at the outer edge of the zone of danc- 
ing light over the water. 

" Hello the boat! " challenged Westward, pulling 
out his revolver. 

The oars were lifted and the boat came gliding on 
under its momentum. 

" They've shot Nickelsen," said Satterlee whin- 
ingly. " I want to come back." 

" Madre de Diosf yelled Juliana from the sa- 
loon-deck, and Eleanor spoke quietly, urging her to 
keep still. 

Westward could now see two rowers and Satter- 
lee standing in the stern-sheets, holding up his arms. 

" Sheer off! " warned Westward. 

"Can't I come back?" pleaded Satterlee. 
" They'll murder — " 

" Stop the way on your boat or I'll firel " 

Satterlee spoke to his men and had them back- 
water, but they did it so clumsily that the boat was 
slow in stopping. 

" They'll kill me sure, Mr. Westward. I don't 
see what good you'll do lyin' in here with all them 
Chinks under hatches." 

" You keep off, I say 1 You can wait through the 
night there as well as here, and if something comes 
in for us — " 

** Aw, listen, Mr. Westward. I ain't got nothin' 
agin' you. I ain't got a gun. You catv't da xsavbkcl 
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fiddlin* around shootin' rodLcts. IVe got a couple 
of the blade gang here and we can see about patchin* 
things up and gittin' to sea in the momin'. FU die 
out here. I got a bad heart.'* 

** IVe got a bad heart, too. Keep off, and I 
won't tell you again." 

But the rowers, under pretext of fumbling with 
the oars, were getting the boat nearer in to the 
steamer. 

*' Keep back out of range," whiq>ered Westward 
to Mrs. Wade. '* Miss Glendon I Stay in the 
cabin." 

'^ I ain't got no hard feelin's for you. Westward. 
I know when I'm beat. Let me come back aboard 
— 'bout dead for food and water, and my medicine. 
I'm a sick man, I say — you don't want to let no 
white man stay out here to die, do ye ? " 

** Watch the other side," whispered Westward. 
'' May be a ruse to hold our attention this way while 
they board from another direction. Take this other 
gun. 

The boat was heading so as to come alongside 
about midway between the bridge and bows, where 
the deck welled and the freeboard was low enough 
to allow a man standing in a boat to readi up for 
the lower rail-chains. 

'* You get out quick, or I'll fire," said Westward. 

Satterlee was less than a dozen yards away now, 
coming on slowly, abreast oi ^^\iT\4^^- 
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Westward leaned forward and put out his right 
arm. Between the fore and aft lights, his shoul- 
ders clear of the awning overhead, he was clearly 
outlined as he took aim. 

Satterlee fired, and at the crack of his revolver the 
rowers shot the boat forward as the agent dropped 
below the gunwale. 

Mrs. Wade saw Westward throw up his arm and 
fire, and drop to his knees behind the bridge-apron, 
his weapon falling with a thud. She saw his hands 
gripping the rail for an instant. Then he fell back- 
ward and his helmet came bouncing toward her as 
she ran to him. 

He began to cough gaspingly and struggled to get 
hold of the canvas shield to pull himself up. 

**Pulll Pull I" 

She recognized Nickelsen's voice in the boat, and 
looking over, saw the captain rise from the bows full 
in the light of the oil-flare, his arms reached forward 
to grasp the rail-chain as the boat came alongside the 
steamer. 

She firjed her pistol thrice, and saw the bullets stab 
the water beyond the boat, in luminous flashes, and 
heard Juliana screaming. 

She dropped on her knees beside Westward. 

Slivers of light through the eyelets of the canvas 
lashings fell upon his face. His gold tooth gleamed 
from his open mouth as he struggled for breath like 
a person being smothered. 
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" Miss Glcndon — don't mind — me — my last 
deal — go down — to Miss — ^" 

A tumult of voices rose over the ship in a deafen- 
ing roar, and then she heard the clang of iron and 
blows struck with a hammer at the hatch-grating. 
Westward lay still, and Mrs. Wade fled down the 
ladder to the saloon-deck. 




CHAPTER XXIX 

« GLENDON GRIT " 

,ULL! Pull! " cried Nickelsen, as Satter- 
lee fired at Westward Ho, and Eleanor^ 
below the bridge, saw him stand up in the 
boat. The shot startled her and she had an instant 
of terror as the meaning of the agent's treachery, 
and the captain's unexpected appearance, revealed 
their helplessness against the boarding party. 

Strang called to her, asking who had fired. She 
was standing between the beams of light coming out 
from the cabin ports. Juliana stepped backward 
into the full light of the social hall door and shouted 
something In Spanish, beckoning to the boat. 

She heard Mrs. Wade running across the bridge,^ 
three shots, a stifled cry of dismay from above. 
But the boat came on, like a hawk swooping on its 
prey. 

Whether the plan had been lurking in her brain 
during the day, or she acted on the impulse of great 
danger, she never could tell, but it came to her with 
the cold reasoning of deliberate calm that there was 
one chance of defeating Nickelsen in getting back on 
board the Coral Queen. 
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It may have been the sudden outburst of pent-up 
fury from the Chinese below the hatch, screaming in 
a mad panic as they heard firing. 

But without stopping to answer Strang, Eleanor 
darted for the ladder to the fore-deck into the flick- 
ering light of the burning oil, and ran down. As 
she turned on the deck below she was aware of Sin- 
bad dancing wildly and yelling, saw his burning stick 
spin through the air as the cook threw it toward the 
boat, and heard it hiss as it struck the water. 

Nickelsen's face was illumined against the black 
background of water and his arms were stretched up 
with out-turned palms to stop the shock of impact of 
the boat. 

She ran straight for the garden of yellow hands 
waving through the hatch-grating. 

Sinbad appeared at her side and screamed down to 
the surging mass of Chinese, his thin voice like the 
piping of an angry bird. She picked up the iron 
spanner, and, raising it over her head, brought it 
down on the wedges of the battens. 

The sharp edges of the strip of metal hurt her 
hands as it vibrated like a bell under the glancing 
blows along the coaming. But she lost no time, bat- 
tering out the wedges until the iron strips fell away 
and one side of the grating popped up. 

One corner still held it loosely, and she attacked 
this. Already, the heads and shoulders of Chinese 
appeared from under the edge of the grid, and as 
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they scrambled out they picked up the bars and curled 
them back. 

Up they spurted, like bees breaking in rage from a 
hive, yelling in fury. Those struggling to get up 
were pitched out by the press from below, to sprawl 
over the deck. 

She dropped the spanner and ran back for the 
saloon-ladder, just as she saw the white figure of 
Nickelsen tumbling over the rail. She passed him 
before he had gained his feet, and as she flew up 
the ladder she heard him saying something, and felt 
the side-rails quiver when he swung up in pursuit as 
she gained the top. 

Nickelsen's arm came round in front under 
Eleanor's chin and pulled her back. 

" ril show you hell let loose I " he growled into 
her ear in a chuckling way. " I'll put you in the 
boat, my lady ! " 

She screamed, and twisting herself round to face 
him, beat his face with both hands, and seeing the 
rail of the bridge-ladder, grabbed for it and clung 
fast. 

Eleanor had an instant's view of the fore-deck, 
alive with dancing figures like silhouettes moving 
swiftly before a light, and heard Satterlce's revolver 
barking above the din of the shrieking Chinese, who 
were hurling then^selves over the side of the steamer 
in a wild rush toward his boat. He was striving to 
gain a hold of the rail-chains. 
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She was swung round again as Nickelsen tore her 
free from the ladder. Juliana's voice broke upon 
her ear, she had a glimpse of a turbaned head as it 
passed through the cylinder of light from the cabin 
port, and a dark object flashed across her vision. 

Something burst with a muffled crash, and Eleanor 
was drenched with water and bits of wreckage. She 
stumbled to her knees as Nickelsen released his hold 
on her arms, although the pressure of his powerful 
hands still hurt her flesh and she did not realize at 
once that he had let go. 

She saw him reel to the rail, both arms swinging 
by his side loosely, his head and shoulders bent for- 
ward and dripping while he sought to get his breath 
in choking snorts, his head swinging from side to side 
queerly. 

Close by her there was some sort of a scuffle, and 
Eleanor saw Juliana thrust away, to tumble to the 
deck. Nickelsen, still staggering, reached out his 
hands, either to find support, or grapple with his as- 
sailant. 

Strang staggered toward the captain, balancing 
himself like a boxer — staggering toward the rail. 

Nickelsen lurched against the top chain, Strang's 
arm flew out in a wide sweep, seeming to spin him 
around. He half-struck, half-pushed the captain's 
head, heaving his body forward to give weight to the 
blow. 

* 

The captain's side struck the chain and it swayed 
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outward. Strang still pushed. Nickelsen's feet 
flew up and he bent backward; his feet hurtled down 
into the darkness, and Strang fell to the deck, as the 
captain splashed into the black water below. 

Eleanor sprang to the rail. 

The whirling lights and shadows of the water 
were peopled with the bobbing heads of Chinese. 
Satterlee stood in the stern of the rocking boat, 
swin^ng an oar over his head to check the onrush of 
Chinese from over the side of the steamer, and 
striking out at the maelstrom of swinuners reaching 
up for the gunwales. 

She saw Nickelsen's arms come up, and his white 
body turn over lazily like a great fish di^ng amid 
the threshing of arms and legs of Chinese. 

Satterlee's boat capsized and duniped the agent 
into the howling mob in the water fighting for the 
boat. They began to climb upon it, turning it over 
and over like a wheel. Satterlee was trampled un- 
der the boiling surface amid the clawing, kicking, 
crazed swimmers. 

All this Eleanor saw in the flash of time before she 
turned to Strang. 

" Got him ! *' he moaned, and held up his right 
hand. 

As she took it, she felt the jagged edges of some- 
thing gripped in his fingers, and as he let it go, the 
top of the stone water jug fell to the deck. Strang 
had broken the water jar on NickeUttv'% Vi^^.d. 
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Mrs. Ward came down from the bridge as Elea- 
nor was carefully helping Strang to his feet, and 
between them they got him back to the cabin, where 
he collapsed on the bunk, pale and trembling, the 
fresh stains on his shoulder-bandages showing that 
his wound had been reopened by his exertions in at- 
tacking Nickelsen. 

" Satterlee I '' cried Strang. " Where's — ? '' 

*' Drowned ... he and the captain. I saw them 
go down. But Mr. Westward — what became of 
him?" asked Eleanor, as she closed the ports and 
drew the curtains. 

Mrs. Wade, a medicine bottle in one hand and 
cotton gauze in the other, stopped in the doorway. 

" Wounded on the bridge," she said calmly. 

Juliana outside was yelling " Chinos/ Chinosl 
Chinos f without restraint. 

Mrs. Wade hurried up to the bridge, slamming the 
door after her. 

Eleanor opened the door and Juliana fell in, but 
as she kept up her hysterical cries, she was hustled 
into the other room across the passage where the 
door was secured with great care. She threw her- 
self down on the cushioned seat, and wringing her 
hands, began to pray in Spanish. 

Going back to Strang, Eleanor looked to his 
wound and dressed it with fresh cotton, while he lay 
with closed eyes against the light and his pain, 
breathing feverishly. 
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Outside they could hear the shuffling of felt-shod 
feet, and the babel of voices below, proof that the 
Chinese had invaded the saloon. The rattle of the 
pump in the main-deck passage sounded like the 
throb of machinery. 

The first panic of the escape was over, for the 
Chinese out on deck were halloing to those in the 
water and helping the swimmers to get back aboard. 
There were a great many still swimming about, chat- 
tering to those who hung over the rails, and on the 
starboard side a life-raft, crowded with passengers, 
paddled around without any apparent purpose, all 
jabbering as if in glee at their freedom. 
* There was a frenzy of talk on both sides of the 
saloon-deck, and the opening and shutting of cabin 
doors and trotting up and down ladders, yet it 
sounded more like harmless comment than a portent 
of danger. 

After a time there was a scratching at the door, 
and Strang opened his eyes alertly, while Eleanor 
looked round at the revolver she had left on the seat. 
She was putting the last strip of adhesive waste over 
the bandage. 

'* Plenty good Chinaman I You see I Chinaman 
bMong plopla I " shrilled the cook. " Him savvy 
fliend, lady for bong chor . . . bom bom for go 
shore, him savvy good fliend ! '' 

The thin tenor of a whistle cut the night air in a 
lon^ bJast, which broke off \u a sueee%%\ow o\ %\xNa^ 
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toots that made the hills ring with its echoes, and 
looking out, Eleanor saw through the port something 
white skinmiing through the darkness, with a bad 
glare of an open fire4)ox over the churning wake of 
a propellor. 

^' A launch I " she shouted, and stepping from the 
chair to the seat, ran to the door and got it open to 
brush past Sinbad, who was belaboring the bulkhead. 

** Hello the steamer I ** a lusty voice cried 

'' Coral Queen/ Bring a doctor I '' shouted 
Eleanor. 

" Doctor, is it? What the divil is this? An ex- 
cursion — or a swimmin' party? Where's yere of- 
ficers?'* 

The Chinese set up a clamor, and Eleanor's voice 
was lost. But now she saw a man in white clinging 
to the after-end of the hood-awning, and a group of 
white figures gathered in the bows, their rifles thrust 
up like spikes as the little boat snuggled alongside. 

" How's Mr. Westward? " Eleanor called up to 
the bridge. 

** Still unconscious," replied Mrs. Wade. 
" He's — " 

But Eleanor did not hear the last of the sentence. 

The Chinese made way for the boarding party, 
and as the man in white swung up over the rail he 
was followed by a squad of Filipinos in naval uni- 
forms. 

** Fm O'Reilly of tVve co?l%\.^m^ cqxxsx Iaczjmi^ 
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lyin' outside, Captain Shea in command," said a big 
man as he climbed to the saloon-deck and faced 
Eleanor, standing in the light streaming from the 
cabin ports. 

'* We need help, and a doctor,'^ said Eleanor. 

O^Reilly took off his cap and peered at her. He 
had a big, brown face with heavy mustaches droop- 
ing from his lip. A pair of businesslike automatic 
pistols hung from the belt outside his jacket. 

** Saw your rockets, ma'am," said O'Reilly. 
''The Coral Queen, eh? It's Captain Nickelsen's 
packet. Where's Nickelsen, and what's this all 
ibout?" 

"There's been piracy," said Eleanor, as Mrs. 
Wade appeared behind her in the cabin door. 
'' Nickelsen and Satterlee wanted to rob these Chi- 
nese and sink the steamer. They were drowned not 
ten minutes ago. I'm Miss Glendon, the owner, and 
Mr. Strang, the mate — " 

" Strang! " cried O'Reilly. " So this is some av 
hiis divilmint, is it ? Where might he be, ma'am ? " 

" Mr. Strang has been wounded. He's in the 
:abin here, but — " 

O'Reilly pressed past her, and as Mrs. Wade 
stepped back into the cabin he entered and stood 
staring at Strang. 

** My man, we've been lookin' for you to turn up 
I job like this, and I've a fine pair av irons waltkJ 
hatmfit—'' 
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Eleanor put herself before O'Reilly, and holding 
up her hand to him, said: 

"Wait I There'll be no —" 

" Ma'am," said O'Reilly, with a show of deter- 
mination, " we've ben waitin' to clap hands on this 
man Strang 1 He's a bad one, and he's at the bot- 
tom of this business I " 

Strang sat up in the bunk and shook his fist at 
O'Reilly, the words which rushed to his lips checked 
by a sense of weakness and great pain. But before 
he could speak, Eleanor, her face pale with anger 
and her eyes flashing menace, pointed her finger at 
O'Reilly, and in a low tone addressed the coastguard 
officer. 

"We'll have no more of this," she said. "I 
know the story about Mr. Strang, and it's easy to 
believe it. But don't you dare lay hands on him! 
You'll do all the law requires in seeing to the safety 
of this vessel and all hands on board. Mr. Strang 
has saved our lives, and the ship, and as long as I 
have a penny in the world I'll fight you and the Ma- 
nila police and the whole government I Oh, it's easy 
enough to arrest a wounded man with a mass of lies 
against him — far easier than to find the truth I I 
know I There have been lies about me — and there 
were lies about my father I But — and here's the 
proof I" 

She turned and pulled out the drawer of a lodcer, 
and lifting up the buTvd\e'^^%t«^t^'N^a>aaAL\Mk4s. 
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of the sack of pearls, dumped the treasure out and 
thrust it at O'Reilly. 

" Here are the pearls ! " she cried. " Nickelsen 
had them, and there's a witness that he got them 
from Riattray I Captain Strang never saw them be- 
fore. Take them, and give them to the Manila po- 
lice on a silver salver. And keep your hands off 
Captain Strang! Mrs. Wade, show Mr. O'Reilly 
to the social hall, and give him the facts I " 

Strang fell back upon his pillow with a gasping cry 
as he saw O'Reilly reach out his hand and take the 
buckskin sack, and pulling apart the running string, 
extract a ball of cotton and roll out a pearl. 

" The loot I " cried O'Reilly, in amazement. " By 
the dun bull of Cooley, Rattray's loot I " 

He followed Mrs. Wade out on deck, bearing the 
sack in his hands. 

Eleanor slammed the cabin door after him, and 
turning to look at Strang, took two steps toward 
him, and then the room swam before her eyes and 
she was overcome by giddiness. She sat down, fight- 
ing against the rebellion of her over-wrought nerves, 
telling herself that she must not give up now. 

She struggled to overcome the vertigo, hearing 
her heart throbbing as the blood surged through her 
head. Strang appeared as an indistinct figure 
through a yellow haze. His voice came to her, faint 
and low, talking, one arm extended appealingly. 
His teeth gleamed white bctwetti \v\% %tkX\tw^\j^'^ 
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The long hours of strain were over, the stifling 
fears which had pervaded the steamer from the hour 
it had sailed were dissipated. The dead outside, 
the whirl of conflict, the terror of Nickelsen — all 
seemed to fade far away like a tormenting dream. 

One thought stood up bravely in her consciousness 
— Strang was alive I 

She considered his courage, in the face of the odds 
against him. She, too, had doubted him, and feared 
him, this man who had saved them and the ship. 

The ship I She felt her lips curl in an involuntary 
smile as she thought how little the ship was worth, 
or all her wealth, measured against the life of John 
Strang! There was the man who must be set right 
before the world, the man to rule the Crown Line I 

She heard sharp commands from the Filipinos 
outside, putting the chaos of the ship in order; the 
chatter of the Chinese, and the voice of Mrs. Wade 
talking to O'Reilly. Then she heard Strang speak- 
ing. 

"... and you've done more for me than any- 
body living ever did . . . you'll be back in Manila 
soon ... all clear ahead . . . blue water, little 
woman." 

Eleanor stood erect, and reaching out her hands 
to him, went toward him, waveringly, and dropping 
on her knees beside him put her face down on the 
end of his pillow and gave way to a flood of tears. 

Soon she lifted Vitt Vvt?k.dL ^lA \o^<t4L ^x. ^xvdol 
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" That shan't take mc from you," she said fiercely* 

He saw the golden sheen of her hair in the yellow 
lamp-light, the silver gleam of tears upon her cheeks. 

** Sailor-prl," he whispered. " Where have you 
been so long? " 

And reaching for her hand, he put it to his lips 
and kissed it. 

Eleanor looked up at him in surprise, and saw a 
tremor of pain pass over his face. 

"What—?" 

" You the owner I And I*m only a sailor, with 
the prison mark on my ticket If you didn't own 
ships — ^*' He checked himself. 

" YouVe Captain Strang to me — commodore of 
the Crown Line, and it won't be good for the man 
who says otherwise. But for you I might be dead 
under fifty fathoms with the Coral Queen/ Who'd 
be owner then, John Strang? " 

He turned his head to listen to the tumult of voices 
outside, the patter of hundreds of soft-soled shoes 
running about below decks, the bumping of boats 
alongside and the gruff voice of O'Reilly giving or- 
ders above the cries of the Filipinos and Chinese. 
There was a faint splutter from a Coston light 
burned on the bridge, and a red glare in at the ports. 

"And you'll go away — to 'Frisco?" he asked 
wistfully. 

" Dear, dear captain," she said, and bending 
down, kissed him. 
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Then the coast-guard doctor came aboard, and 
they had Westward down from the bridge, badly 
wounded, but with a good chance to live — 

Which he did. 

Eleanor, Mrs. Wade, Strang and Westward were 
hurried back to Manila the next morning in the cut- 
ter Luzon, and the two men were put in hospital at 
once. 

Two months later Harriett Wade's publishers got 
a note from her, sent from Manila. It said : *' My 
next book will be a love story laid in the China Sea. 

" Harriett Wade Westward." 

But before that, Mr. Tweedles in San Francisco 
got this cable : " Come Manaa. Reorganizing 
fleet. Want you here for my wedding. 

" Sailor Girl." 

(1) 
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